THE 


W Comical Kiftory.. 


As it is aQed at the 


Theatre in DUBLIN. 


PART I 


DUBLIN: 


Pi fr®/Cqans near the Ram, 7? Re? >= 
And t in Capel-flreet, © 

A Rn an Es oppoſi-e the Pied-Horſe, N ES 7 

M pcc XXVII. | | | 


I To Her GRACE The 13 
Dutcheſs of ORMOND. 


TN ON Quixote having not only been well Receiv'd up- 
on the Stage, but 'alſo having ctear'd himſelf with 
Reputation, from the ander and Prejudice which malici- 
ous Criticks had reſolvd upon, to ſally and blaſt him; L 
could not forbear ſuffering him to Aſpire to this Second Ho- 
nour of Dedicating himſelf to your GR ACE, from whoſe 
Noble and unbyaſs'd Fndgment, he may afſure himſelf of an 
Obliging Reception, and 4 Generous Security. | 
The Honour your Grace, and the reſt of the Nobility and 
Gentry did me to fee this Play in its Rehearſal or Undreſs, 
was a happy preſage of its future good Fortune; the Stars 
were all-in conjunion to do me good; and I think I may 
ſafely ſay, without offence; That when the Ladies came ta 
my third Day, there never was at this time o'th* year, in 
the Hemiſphere of the Play-honfe, ſo daxling and numerous 
4 Conſtellation ſeen before. „„ 
'Tis Madam, from your GR ACE *s proſperons Influence 
that I Date my good Fortune; and I ſhall be very glad if 
this poor Off=ſpring of my Brain, has Merit enough to deſerve 
the Honour of 4 Smile from ſo Great and ſo Good a Patroneſs. 
Further, I dare not proceed on this Subject, left I ſhould 
involve my ſelf raſbly, in praiſe of what is even too great for 
praiſe it ſelf,. and ſo-only ſhew my own Ambition, in aſpiring” 
to write on ſo Glorious 4 Theam, without deing you any 
Fuſtice, who are always infinitely above what ever my Ge- 
nius can ever pretend to in that Nature. | 
The World, that knows the Noble Stock from which you 
ſprung, are ſenſible that *tis impoſſible for you to derogate 
rom ſuch flouriſhing and —— Virtues z And 5 
2 ike- 


— 


1 
— 
* 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

Ukewiſe that tonſtder you, as the Happy Conſort of the Great 
Ormond, whoſe indefatigable Zeal to ſerve His Maje- 
fly, and his afflicted Country, with his deareſt Blood and 
Fortune abroad, leaves him ſcarce leiſure to dry your Tears 
up for the laſt Parting, or pay his Paternal Bleſſing to bis 
dear Children - at home, ought to behold your Grace with 
double Reverence, and unite their Prayers and Wiſhes, that 
all things in his Abſence may tend to your Comfort, Satisfac- 
Zion, and Honour, and that the troubleſome Hours may run 
ſwiftly off, to give way to the tranſporting News of his Hap- 
fy Return with Fame and Victory. Wh 

One of theſe general Admirers of both your Matchleſs De- 
ferts and Virtues, I beſeech your Grace to believe me, whoſe 
Dutions Wiſhes are-conſtantly Devoted to your Service 
And now particularly, may the whole Hierarchy of Angels 
" Protedt ye in the ex pected Hour of Trouble; and may the Re. 

 Joycing Worthy Part o'th World be Bleſt with another 

Noble, Loyal, and Valiant Offory Great and Admir'l 
4s his Hluſtrious, and never to be forgotten Grandfather. 
And that this unvalu d Bleſſing, and all other that can make 
jour Grace, and that Truly Noble, and moſt Dearly 
Loy'd Heroe abroad, Happy in one another; May 
Qucceed 45 your Deſire, is the Devotion and daily Wiſh, 


of MA DAM, 
Teur Graces moſt Faithful, | 
And moſt Humble Servant. 
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N hopes the coming Scenes your Mirth will raiſe | 8 2 
, 
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To you, the Fuſt pretenders to the Bays; 
* The Poet bumbly thus a Reverence pays, 
And you, the Contraries, that hate the Pains 
Of Labour'd Senſe; or of Improving Brains: 
That feel the Laſhes in a well-writ Play, 
He bids perł up and (mile, the Satyr ſleeps to Day. 
Our Sancho bears no Rods to make ye — . 
Proverbs, and* Merry Fokes, are all his Part. 
The Modiſh Spark may Paint, and lie in Paſte, Fa 
Wear 4 buge Steinkirk twiſted to his — BR: 
And not ſee here, how foppiſh'd be is Dreſs'd. | 


The Country Captain, that to Town does come, 
From his Militia Troop, and Spouſe at home, 8 


To beat 4 London- Do ies Kettle-Drum : 


— 


But the Eighteen-penny Whore-maſters above, 

With his Bread Gold may Treat his Pliant Dear, 
Without being ſhown 4 Bubled Coxcomb here. 

Grave Dons of Bus'neſs, may be Bulker's Cullies, 
And Crop-ear d Prentices ſet up for Bullies, 5 


— 
* 


And not one Horſe-whip Laſh here, flaug their Follies ; 

Nay, our hot Blades, whoſe Honour was fo ſmall, 

They'd not bear Arms, becauſe not Colonels all : 

That wiſh the Erench may have 4 mighty Slaughter ; ny 

But wiſh it ſafely,— on this fide o th Water. . 

Tet when the King returns, are all prepar d 

To beg Commſſions in the Standing-Guard ; 

Even theſe, the Sons of Shame and Cowardice, 

Will ſcape us now, tho tis a curſed Vice. . 
„ 3 dur 


One, who not only th whole Pit can prove, 15 
That ſhe for Brafs Half-crown has barter'd Love: | 


<Y 


| 
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PROLOGUE. 
Our Author has a famous Story choſe, © Ys } 


Whoſe Comick Theam no Perſon does expoſe, 
But the Xnights-Erram; and pray, where are thoſe ? 
' There was an Age, when Knights with Launce and Sield, 
Would Right 4 Ladies Honour in the Field: — 
_ To puniſh Raviſbers, to Death would run; | 
But thoſe Romantic Days —— alaſi are gone; 
Some of our Knights now, rather would make one, 
Who finding 4 young Virgin, by Diſaſter, 
'Tyd to 4 Tree, would rather tie her faſter. | 
Tet theſe muſt ſcape too; ſo indeed muſt all 
 Court-Cuckold-mgkers nom no Feſt does mau; | 
Nor the horn'd Herd within your City-Wall. 
The Orgnge-Miſs, that here Cajoles the Duke, 
May fell her Rotten Ware, without rebuke. 
The young Coquet, whoſe Cheats few Fools can n we at, | 
| May Trade, and th Old Tope Kniperkin in private. 
The Atheiſt too on Laws Divine may Trample, 
And the Plump Joly viel ger ak for ae 


n | SO =D. 25 5; 


EPILOGUE 


Buy Sancho, Riding upon. his Ass. 


ongſt our Fre- fat hers. that pure Wi ü woſeſt, 
N There's an 6/4 Proverb, That two Heads are beſt z 


—.— and I have therefore jogg d this Way, 
Through ſheer good Nature, to defend this Play: 
Tho' Ive no FrEnds, he ( as Rey may ſhow,) 
May have Relations anc for oug ht Thnow. . 
For in a Crowd, where various Heads are addle, 
May, many an Aſs be, that ne'er-wore 4 Saddle. 
is then for him that I this Speech intend, S348 
_ EceauſeT * be is the Poet's Friend; And 


eee e . eren mw Ca wk oO 


bk bd 


And, 4s tis faid, 


When Crab-tree Cu 


SY if you are not c 


He'll (peak again,— 


EPILOGURE 


4 p. 775 Aſs once ſpoke, 
gel did his Rage provoke 
ivi „bud, I fe =_ 


And tell the Ladies, every Dapple-bere, © 
then, and with kindneſs win him, 
Tho he look imply, you don't know what's in hims _ 
He has fbrewd Parts, and proper for his place, 
Ant yer no Plotter, you may ſee ys Face; 
He tells nb Lyet, nor does Sedition vent, | 
Nor ever Brays againſt the Government. 
Then for his Gurb he's like the Spaniſh Nation, 
Still the old Mode, he never changes Faſbion; 
His ſober Carriage too you've ſeen to Day, 
But for's Religion, troth, I rannot ſay © 
Whether for Maſon, Burgis, Muggletonz; _ 
The Houſe with Steeple, or the Houſe with None 3 
T rather think he's of your Pagan Crew, 


Takt good Advice 


For be ne er goes to Church 


Some that wonld, 


Say, he's a Papiſt 


by bis Looks, gueſs his Opinion, 
z others, 4 Socinian : 


But I believe him; if the tynth were town; 
As tb reſt of the Town-Aſſes are, of none; 


But for ſome other Gifts 


mind what 1 ſay; 


Never compare; each Dapple has his Day, 
Nor anger him; but kindly uſe this Play . _. 
For ſhould you with him, conceal d Parts diſcloſe, 


Lord! How like 


*. * 


Ninneys, would look all the Beaus . 
EL 


A 4 


no more than yn; = 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


. „„ 
Den Qui rote. Mr. Quin. 
Don Fernands. . | Mr. Evans. 
Cardenio. Mlr. Leigh. 
Ambroſio. Mr. Thurmond. 
Perez, | Mr. Schoolding. 
- Nicholas. | | 85 Mr. Hallam. 
Sancho Panca. Mr. Griffith, 
Gines de Paſſamonte. Mr. — 
Pallamegue, | 

Lope Ruiz. Ei ; 

rtrex xo, S Galiy-faves, 

Mnorio, 

2 the $1 LR OY = 

Slaves, 5 Offers. 

24d. Barber. 3 

Marcella. — Mrs. Thurmond. 
Dorothes, © Mrs. Schoolding. 
Luſcinda. | | Mrs. Dumeney. 
Tereſa Panc hg. Mrs. Martin. 


Mery the Buxom. #7 Mrs. Moreau. - 
 Maritornes, Her Daugh ter. 
The Body of Chryſoftom. | 
Knights of — Orders. 6 
Shepherds, Shepherdeſſes, Inchanters, Inchantreſſes, 
Singers, Dancers, and Attendants. 


The 8 CENE, Mancha i in Spain. 7 


A W cbampain with 4 Wi ndmill in a Proſptt. 
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Comical HISTORY 


Don Quixote. 


A 2 
Mr 


A Champain, with a Windmill at diſtance. 


The curtain Drawn, Don Quixote is ſeen Arm'd Cap a: 


pee, upon his Horſe Roſinante; and Sancho by him 


upon Dapple his Aſs, Eating 4. bunch of Haws.. 
Don Quix. Q Aucbo. | 2 
San. Sir. 


Don. Q. We are now in 2 of Valorous Ad- 


ventures; enter d into the pleaſant Fields of Monttel, 


the Air is fragrant and delightful, and the Valley, 


near yonder Tuft-of Verdant Trees, Cool and Shady ; 


therefore let us alight—— And prithee take the Bri- 


dle from Rofnante's Head, that he may the better taſte 
the Refreſhment of this flowry Paſture z, and ws 


* 
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2 The Comical Hiſtory Part l. 


| . Sony haſt done 2 d, ſnew the ſame Courteſie to thy own 


r they have born us to Day with a 
| RN — Patience that exact from us, an anſwer- 
able Return of Civility. 
Sun. With all my Heart, Sir; ; and I wiſh that pa 
ie: Generoſity could be 2s Civil to me, as I to him, 
and return me a good refreſhing too, for as the Caſe 
ef my Belly now ſtands, I find my Fortitude and Pa- 
tience 3 to yield to the Giant Hunger; and 
i * vie goo Kl — 5 an 8 x od —* 
we t rove WIhip, in 
Dine together. e Deppk 
Don Qu. Do not indulge thy ſelf, too — upon 
thy Belly, good Sancho; an Epicure contradicts the 
Function of the Squire of a Knight-Errant, entirely ; 
go, do as I have order'd, and at thy Return I will 
gi ye thee,the Honour of a Conference. 
Sun. If the Conference were to be over a good piece 
of Beef and Cabba fe, I could confer now like any 


..Clergyman ;. but I don't like thefe win dy Echor 
tions without Meat. d Now am 
with a tedious Tale of Rhight-Ertantry,. was — 


Guts are all in an uproar within me for want of 
ter Proviſion, - 'LEx it with Rofin, and Da — 4 
IR fs The groſs an fordid Quality of this 


yes — — the better Reflection upon my ſelf, for | 


bis ts are grovelling like hisNature, ſo mine 
= Elevate tke my Profeſſion : On which let me tow 
contfider a little. art thou # And hat wouldſt 
thou be, Don Quixote? A Renown'd Knight-Errant ? 
a Tamer of Giants, a Righter of Wrongs, Defender 
of Virgins, a Protector of Juſtice; In le, 2 Scourge 
þ 4 the Infamous World, and a noble Retriever of the 
Age ; but hold IIlaſtrious Dort, you are not 
Koi ted yer, and conſequently incapable of theſe 
ref What then As Thave read in Books 
of Chiyalry, I may ſtill undertake an eaſy Adventure, 
under the Title of the e YT 3 
that Honour; and then 1 hat 
ws. ion, 


E 
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Part I. f Don Quixote. 1 
Eunction, the Terrour of all Miſcreants, and the De- 
light and Wonder of enſuing Ages. is 
San. So, thanks be to Lady Hora, the Beaſts are well 
provided for, Dapple is happy, he is exerciſing his Grin- 
ders yonder, whilſt Lcarry mine here only for new; 
for the Devil of any other uſe will my Maſter let me 
have for em; See now is he making his Din- 
ner upon Cogitations, and I am to have the Scraps 
of em for mine; Honour and Air is always our fare. 
Oh Sencho, Sancho | What haſt thou brought thy ſelf 
to — — EY ” T B10 5 ; 
Don Qu. Oh Dutcinia del Tbhoſo! Thou light of all 
Eyes, Empreſs of my Soul, Sovereign Princeſs of my 
Heart and Vitals. + - Sr... 
San. Ay, tis fo, Thought of his ſuppos d Miſtreſs, 
2 Murrain take her, is the firſt Courſe, and no doubt 
a Conceipt of the next beating for her will Je the 
ſecond ; Qons this is choice Dyet, I grow damnable 
fat upon't 5 Oh Dunce | You muſt leave Wife and 
Children to go a Squiring, muſt ye? Well! Can you 
eat Graſs, good Squire? Can your Worſhip Dine up- 
on Clover, you may find Sallads in abundance, hut 
like the Spaniſh Boors, your Countrymen, the Devil 
of any Meat to em, moſt Noble Squire. 
Don Qu. Now Animal of little Faith, and leſs In- 
genuity, what are you grumbling at = bs 
San. Why troth, Sir, if your Worſhip will needs 
know, my Belly and I have had a ſharp Combat, it 
was grumbling at me for a geod Dinner, and I was 
cramming — as well as I could, with the good Hopes 
of the Iſland your Worſhip has promis'd me, when: 
you come to be Emperor of what d'ee call it. 
Don Qu, Empires, Sancho. have their Titles as vari- 
ous as the ways to Atchieve em; but let it ſuffice 
thee, that when I am Dub'd Knight, as with the firſt 
opportunity I mean to be, Adventures of that Na- 


ture will low in upon us; ſo that in the ſpace that 


one may trim a Beard, an Empire may drop into my 
* N Mouth 


The Comical Hiſtory Part I. 
N and an Iſland, or at leaſt an Earldom into 
thine. | | i cr 20 
San. Pray Heaven ws Government afford me Reef 
enough, to make amends for all theſe Days of Faſting : 
But I have found to my Sorrow in your: Service hi. 
therto, that fair Words butter no Parſnips; he is 
blind enough that ſees not through the Holes of 2 
Sieve ; Deſert and Reward, ſeldom keep Company, 
and none are Fools always; tho every one ſometimes; 
better no bare Foot then no Foot at all; and thou 
art known by him that doth thee Feed, not by him 
that doth thee Breed; and he that: N64 
Don Qu. Wheiw ! A plague on thee, where the De- = 
vil art thou running with thy flim flams? What pr 
time of Lear hence doſt think I ſhall anſwer thee, if OC 
thou runn'ſt on threading thy Proverbs at this rate. ; 
San. Well, well, Sir, that's all one; Let every one 
be the Son of his own Works, for under the Name of 
a Man one may become Pope ; for my Part, I ſee 
Land every Day more then other, you promis d. Iſlands 
and Earldoms; but how you ſhall get em or Igovern r\ 
em is the Queſtion ; the Santho's know better how to: fa 
overn a Plough than a Province; and fince I have | 
en your Squire I have got no preferment yet, but 
Cudgels and more Cudgels, Blows, and more Blows: ; 
F have been but three Days out a Squiring, and if drub- I 
bing could get mean Iſland I have deſerv'd-one as big b 
as Great- Britain already. e. P 
Don Qu. Battles of Honour, Sancho. ſhould: not be : 
diſparaged by the | baſe Epithet of Drubbing ; thou tt 
haft done Nobly, and as Noble ſhall be thy Reward ;. B 
therefore I once more tell thee, fear not thy Bones, I 
and thou ſhalt be great, only becauſe I know thou S 
art an Admirer of Proverbs, always remember this. : 
That Patience grows not in every ones Garden. 1 
San. Ay, and Pray, Sir, do you remember this, That 1 
there'1s not always good Chear where there's a Smoak- 
ing Chimney, and there's Proverb for Proverb j——: \ 
Aut yet a plague on't, this plaguy Gaverment:wont: f 


Part 1. f Don Quixote. 3 
out of my Head, and methinks he promiſes it with as 
much Confidence as if he were Emperor already, and 
carried the Keys of it at his Girdle. Let me ſee, — 
to be Don Sancho. good; to fit upon my Velvet 
Cuſhions of State, and look big upon my Vaſlals,—. 
good again; then to have my Wife be a Counteſs, 
and come to me in a Morning with Good morrow 
my Lord the Governour, hah, ha, ha, very good, 
faith — Admirable! I am , at the 
Thoughts ont; therefore Bones ach, Guts grumble, 
I am reſolv'd to be great in defiance of ye both. _. 
Don Qu. Hah ! What do I ſee !——Thanks to thoſe 
propitious Stars that Uſher my Renown and Fortune, 
occaſion offers it ſelf in a moſt glorious Adventure. 
Sun. What's the matter now. ?*”Þ. © 1 
Don Qu. Seeſt thou that Giant, Sancho. + 
| an 4 [ Points at the Scene. 
Sun. Giant, Sir 3 . 1 5 
Don Qa. That monſtrous Giant, with Arms almoſt 
two Leagues long ! See how he ſwings em about, and 
fans himſelf to Cool his Head. o * fs ies 
Suan. I-ſee no Giant, not 1; I fee a Windmill. 
Don Qu. Tis the dreadful Giant Caracu/iambro, Ty- 
rant of the Ifland Mallindrania, who devours every 
Day to appeaſe his Hunger, 12 new born Children 
bak'd, whoſe Bones he grinds between his Teeth te 
San. Ha, ha, ha, ha *Tis the Giant Windmil- 
liambro you mean, Tyrant of the Iſland of Wheat, 
Barley, and Oats, twelve Buſhels of which he every 
Day devours, and grinds the Grains between the 
Stones to Powder. | 
Don Qu. See there, an Innocent Wretch dreſs d all 
in White, whom the horrid Canibal is Juſt now draw- 
ing into his Mouth.- = _ 
San, Oons ! What Innocent? What Wretch # 
What Mouth ? Why don't you ſee tis the Miller in 
3 Coat, going to carry a Sack into the Mill 
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6 The Comical Hiſory Part IL 


Don Qu. I tell thee tis one-of the brood of Amon, 
* * oblig'> to cut off, from the face of the 


Earth; therefore Saddle Roſnunte inſtantly, and if thou 


art afraid go aſide thy ſelf, and pray whilſt I enter 
into Cruel and unequal Battle. 
Sun. Battle, Gadsbud, Sir, are ye Blind, will ye 
Battlea Windmill, have ye a mind your Brains ſhould 
be daſh'd onr with the Sails. 17-19? vn 
Von Qu: Jolthead, to thee, they may ſeem Sails, but 
to me they are like the hundred Arms of its Brother 
Giant Briæreus, whom I will Inſtantly Lop off and 
deſtroy, 4 — 3 ers to Rn 
Away, I fay; that I may perform an Exploit fe 
tertimes to Wonder at Stand thou proud Mi- 


ſcreant, and fly me not; I will attack thee alone, 
Oh Beautiful and Ador'd Duicinea, Influence now thy 


Knight, I beſeech thee, I come Canibal, I come 
Stay, ſtay, thou Monſter. [Exit Don Quixote. 

Sun. Stay, ſtay, Ay you need not fear but the 
Windmill will ſtay for ye, d'ſnheart he'll be knock d 
o'th* Head now ! and there's my Iſland gone: before 
I come tot Why Sir, Sir, come back for Shame: 
Ah Plague of his mad Pate, What a Devil ſhall I do 


with him. [Exit Sancho after him. 
7 NL ACNE 
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© SCENE H. An Ix N. 
Enter Perez and Nicholas. 
Nicho. None from her Fathers Houſe?: 
3 Pere. Moſt certainly, and as tis thought 
in ſearch of Don Frnando; who forgetting all his 
former Vows and Promiſes of Marriage to her, as 
common Fame reports, ſuddenly intends to Wed 
Luſcinda. : | _ 
Nicho. Luſcindz —— Why tis in every ones Mouth 
that ſhe has long ſince been Gardenig's Miſtreſs. 7 
| Pere ⁊. 
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Perez. Ay, and more than that—— has been Be- 
troth'd to him; but that's all one, the old Man her. 
Rther's Love of Money, Lufcinda's A and 
Don Fernandes Treachery, has it N proughs woke 
poor Niece Dorothea to this Diſtreſs; and 
rio to a worſe 3 who, as *tis ſaid, ſtark — 8 ild 
amongſt yonder Mountains of Sierra Morene. - 

Nicho. But leaving this Diſcourſe, now lets mind 
our new A t we agreed on laſt Night about 
Jet — the awe wad Fnolh Ma- 

were gone a t Erranting. 
gy I have been Cudgelling my Brains ever fince; 


with ſtudying how to. retrieve em; for I a pk 2. 


troubles me, — a Man of clear Senſe, good 
ing, and r on all other tug — 
Affairs, ſhould ſtrangely be witch d che 
moſt ridiculous of all, Knight Errantry. 
Nic ho. Tis indeed a ſtrange Lnftuation. 
Perez, But I think I — Em 1 'd wy time very- 
— to Day in your abſence, vou have 
been enquiring which Way the Whimſical Knight is; 
one, I, and the old Woman his Houſe-Keeper, have 
— burning his Books. 
Nic ho. That was our laſt Reſolve, I remember, and 
will no doubt contribute to his Cure; for tis moſt 
certain, that thoſe Romantick Books of Knighthood 


and Poetry have been the main Cauſe of all 115 kran- 


tick Humours-— but ſee here comes mine Hoſt. 
Ener Vincent Laughing. 
Vine, Hah, hah, hg, ha, ha. 


Nicho. How now mine Hoſt; What Price beam ate | 
and Barley, hah z What new Ambaſſador, or noble 
large Pockets cramm'd with Spaniſh - 


Gueſt, with his 
Duckets, has — 4 you ſo merry this Morning. 
Vinc. Ha, ha, ha, ha, Oh my Heart, Oh my 


In ;——— Hs, hs, ha, ha, Don Quixote, ge: 2-579) 


ote, ha, h 
Perez. Why what of him 
Vinc. The mad Fool has ven charging 4 Windmill 
vonder, 


part I. ef Don Quixote. 7 
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8 The Comical Biflory Part IIe: 


vonder, and ſwears twas a Giant; the Sails whidealfl + 


him about like 2 Rat in a Mill Wheel, indangeringſſ to 


his Neck every Minute, till at laſt, Fortune unwill- to 
ing to ſpill the ſmall quantity of Brains remaining v. 
threw him ſome twenty Yards off into a Fiſh-Ponſ' 
ha, ha, ha, ha, Oh I ſhall burſt, ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Nicho. And where is he prithee,' + 
Vinc. Here juſt by, with his Booby Sancho; but the to 
beſt Jeſt is, he perſwades himſelf that tis all done by *. 
Inchantment of ſome an, ge that owes him a ſpite, tit 
and that this Misfortune has happened only becauſ: . 
he was not Knighted; and therefore has intreated me let 
to do that Honour for him; Calls me, Sir Conſtable, - 
and my Lord; and my Inn, a Caſtle ; and Iam now <2 
going to get my Wife, my Daughter, and two or fl * 
three other merry Fellows to aſſiſt me in the Cere-. 
mony, for I'm reſoly'd: to carry on the ſeſt; and if} * 
vou Il ſtay with me till to Morrow Morning you {hall 
Hare int. 77 
Perex. With all my Heart, the Diverſion muſt needs 
be Surprizing. Come, prithee lets go and ſind him 


| Nicho. Oh yonder comes gancho, frſt lets hear wha fie 


he ſays. 5 | 
. Sancho.” >: | ne 
Sen. Thanks be to good Luck [he has ſay'd his UT 


Neck, however, Gramercy Fiſh-Pond, our Adventures d 


had all been at an End elſe Faith; and ſo had my {cri 
Government too, with all the noble hopes of Sancho PI 
Preferment : [Yonder he is, as wet as a Water Spaniel 
that has juſt been Diving; and as Angry, as if the 7 
had call'd him Coward, or Son of a Whore; © 
and to provoke him more, had rail d againſt Knight- © 
PVC 
Nicho. Oh Neighbour well met,— well, how goes N -** 
Matters, how R fares Our noble Friend, your Maſter ; 


mine Hoſt tells us he has been fighting a Deviliſn Gi- ©” 


ear we | Se 

ant yonder ; prithee how wa'ſt, for I am ſure you 

muſt-know. a 4. i N ET 5 ; 5 2 - | l Re 
5 F: ; : An. 
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gan. Though I know no ſuch Matter, I'm reſolved 


— to banter the Barber however, Caſide;] Why, tis even 
ry too true Friend, twas a damnable Giant, his Name 


was Garlick de Gambo; and would you believe it 
Neighbour 3 eagh Eye of him was as big as one of your 


Wand as ſharp: as a Razor; his Chin had Beard enough 
to ſerve a whole Pariſh with Bruſhes ; and his Mouth 


ſpite, 19th upon my Squirehood, I ſaw him. 
can . Nich0. Bleſs us, why this was 8 com 
ed me lets go and congratulate him immediately. 


come, with all my Heart. 


E Enter Hoſteſs. . ſy, 
Hot, Good luck betide us, have J found ye ſo mer- 
ry at laſt; there has been ſuch a Noiſe within yon- 
der, the Houſe has been too Hot to hold us: There's 


make of em) inquiring for ye: One of em has a 


ſhe has come three Leagues after ye this Morning, 
and will have ye if ye are above Ground. She has a 

Long lean wither'd Wallnut coloured Face ; ſhe's as 
24 his dirty as a Oey: and as ill Dreſe d as a Rag- Woman. 
\tures . Ln. Oh Plague, that muſt be my Wife by the De- 


d my ſcription; and what kind of Creature is with her 


prithee? 


aniel | Hot. A young Todpole Dowdy, as freckled as a Ra- 


© the fl YES es with matted Hair, ſnotty Noſe, arid a pair 

of Hands as black as the Skin of: a Tortoiſe, with Nails 
ipht- % long as a Kites Tallons uporrevery. Finger. - 

San. Ah, that's my Daughter too, I know by her 

„goes cleanlineſs: I ſtole away from em with deſign to 


hi- ware; but ſince they have found me out by the 
Jon] Kent, let em come in with a Pox to em. 


en 22.02 4 515 50 uit Hagen 


Baſons z each Tooth as long as one of your Poles, 


was as wide as your Shop Door Neighbour : This is 


Perez. The Lye is prodigious indeed; [afide;] ay 
un. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. [Exeunt Perez and Nicholas. 


tra. Women, or Furies, (for I know not what to 


E Tongue louder than a Sowgelders Horn; ſhe ſays, 


ſurprize my Wife with a Counteſs-ſhip before ſhe u as 


a — — — —— — — 


- - Ds — es | 


” 
9 —— — 
— —＋ 5 
. * e : 
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TO \, The Comical Hiſtory Part! 
2 nreſ Oh, thou Dromedary, thou Four derd Mal 
without a Pack: Saddle; or what other foul Beaſt ſha 


thou aſhamed to ſee me, thou Nincumpoop. 


the Matrimonial Horn-Pipe Tunin 


in this Faſhion, oh, oh, oh. 


for a Wife, and an Acre of Thiſtles. need not care 
which he burnt firſt; oons what a coil is here. 


Night we were in Bed together, would I may never 


7 if any one elſe had call'd her a Drum, Ide 


- 


7 


— 


J call thee, for Man thou art not, nor: haſt ng 
been to me, Heaven knows the time when; art no 


San. Why how now Crooked Rib, how not 
Crocadile, can your Tongue wag = Jorg | 
air Wo 

Mary. Oh Lard Vather, why wood you run a 
ſo Vather; and how do you think I ſhall get my new 
pair of 3 home, and have my Sabbath 
days Shooes mended, if you leave me and my Mother 


Er tny As - 


ü [Hows uu, 
Sun. If any one wants a pair of Marriage 1 * 
can ſell him a rare Bargain: A Man that had ber 


Fr 


Tereſ. How have I deſery'd this, thou Man of the 
Devil; have not I been moſt true, and lovir ga 
thee, mended thee weekly from Top to Toe, and tz 
ken as much care of Dapple thy Aſs as if he had been 
Born of my own Body; have 1 not clip d the Briſtle 
of thy Beard with Wife · like Patience, that no filthy 
Vermin might breed there; and waſhed thee with my] 
own Hands when thou haſt been as full, of Mire as: 
Hog in a Highway: Nay, and what's more, the laſt 


Drink more, if Idid not move to thee in the way of 
kindneſs whilftthoulay'ſt Snoring like a Druken Car- 
Tier, and at laſt: gaviit me a huge thump, enough to 
ſpoil a Womans Childing for ever after. 

Sun. Why, thou ſhe Cormorant, thou Man Devow 
rer, have I been beating the Conjugal Druin thi 
twenty Years, and doſt thou blame me now for Snor- 
ing: Oh Conſcience, : Conſcience, where art thou ? 
Mary. ow dont do well Vather; fo you dont, to 
call my Mother ſuch Names, ſhe's no Brum; lookee 


POUYLOES 


ſet my Nails in the Jaws of un. ER 
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San. Why, there tis now 4 a Plague on't, who 
would put Honey into an Aſſes Mouth: I am making 


Church with the Skirt of her Coat over her Head, to 
keep her from the Rain, has now a Tail three Yard 


Olive coloured Countenance, with a Pox to her, ſays 


Child. 


my ſelf a Governor, and ſetting her upon velvet 


- Cuſhions of state; and this plaguy Woman of Bar- 
 rabas, in ſpite of me will fit bare Buttock'd upon a 


Mary. And do yow ſay, that 1 ſhould be a Gover- 


nor's Daughter, and fit upon a Cuſhion too, Vather. 
Suan. Wowns, thou ſhalt be a Counteſs I tell thee 


in a Months time, if that Adder there would leaye 


her Hiffing, and let me be quiet: I would Marry thee 


in an Inſtant to the great Lord Don Whirligigaric, 
Son and Heir to the tother great Lord Don Vhachum: 


Thou ſhouldſt walk in the Streets. with thy Train 
held up, and two Embroidered Lacqueys holding an 


Umbrel over thee, to keep thy amiable Phiz from 


'Tanning. 


Mary. Ha, ha ha, —— oh Gemini, and that will fit 
my Humour to a Button Vather : Well, the firſt 
thing I would do, ſhould be to learn to be Proud, 
and look Scornfully; I warrant I'd carry my ſelflike 
a Counteſs quickly. 2585 


* 


I find this Earldom will be the undoing of the poor 


Jade do what I can : Why hear me, thou Father of 
Folly, thou willful Corrupter of thy own Fleſh and 
Blood ; does that Child look as if ſhe could walk in 


State with her Train held up, *dheart twill give me 


Gripes to hear how the Folks will Laugh at her; look 
now Stately the Hoggrubber goes; ſays one; ſhe that 
was yeſterday at her Spinning Wheel, and went to 
Jong; ſays another; and an Umbrel to defend her 


à third; this will be the cry all the Village over; 
therefore come away Mary, and dont be a Counteß 


Sun. Call thy Mother Fool, Mary the Buxom, ani 


art l. 
t, on 
na 

Velve: 
f Bar- 


upon < 
Gover- 


ather, 
ell thee 
| leave 
ry thee 
zigario, 
Ichum: 
Train 
ing an 
from 


part I. 


Panca's, th 


Child. 


ay Thi 
haſt ſometimes worn $ 


Child. 


San. Crooked 


- of Don Quixote. 


ow —— —— ñ m — — 


nk upon thy. ſelf. 


Don Whirligigario, Moll. 


Mary. Ay, ay, Vather, 


Loggs make 


hooes, 


= 


be a Counteſs in ſpite of her: Remember thou art 
be Married, and Breed a Race for the Honour of the 


ink upon the young Lord Whirligigarie, 


remember thou 
ſometimes none 


good Fir, think upon 
I'm for Don Whirli igario, 


and there's no more to be faid, but let my Mother fit 


bare Buttock'd upo 
Counteſs, I. 


na Dunghill, if ſhe will, I'll be a 


San. That's my good Girl, look'ee Tereſe; the Court 


has given their 
Courſe, f 

Tereſ. Well Satan, I kn 
Heart thou Cruel Man; for the very Hour that I ſha 
ſee that Girl a Counteſs, will be the Hour of my 


dm thou doft: is 


udgment , your Cauſe is loſt in 


- 


to break my TX 


Death; I'm ſure, the Jade will never be able to know 
her ſelf, ſhe'll be every Minute hoydning and diſco- 
vering her Courſe Thread: Well, ſhe's thy own, do 
what thou wilt with her; but for my part I'll neter 
conſent to't, and ſo Farewell: A Counteſs, O Lord, 
I've have no Patience to think on't. 
Mary. Good Lord, now is my Mother as Ruſty as an 


[Exit Tereſa. 


old Cow that has got the Belly Ach, bur I care not 


the dares not beat me, becauſe ſhe knows I 11 beat her 


again. Well, de hear Vather, beſure 
Counteſs as ſoon as ever you can. 


o 


San. I warrant thee Girl; and let thy Mother go 


and Fume at home with the Smoke in the Chimney < 


Corner: He that looſes his Wife and Six Pence looſes 
2 Teſter : Thou art my Darling, and ſhalt e're lon 

be a Lad v, for ſhe that has luck has better than a good 
Eſtate in Reverſion; and the full Bags of Fools Com- 
mand Wiſe Men for Followers. I by following Ad- 
ventures intend to be a Governor; and when I am 


fo, I intend to make thee Nich; and when thou art 


= 
* 7 
4 a 
— 2 
* 


you make mea 


* ck 
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Rich, ne Body will ſay thowart Freckled, nor think 


For Gold makes Country Joan ob Fair and Bonny, 
Though Old and chop d, and Shinn'd like Orange Tammy, 


—— t — — 5 
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SCENE I. Continue. 
Euer Perez with @ Letter, and Nicholas, 
Nich. A NP are yon ſure, Mr. Curare, that your 


Letter is Authentick, and that it ſays po- 
your Niece Dorothea lives diſguis'd amongſ the 


Atively 
Shepherds of Cordova? DD; 

--- Perez, Tis moſt certain, for the Diſcoverer of her 
is my particular Friend; one of the beſt of that Qua- 
lity too in all the Country, and has been often with 
meat her Father's Houſmm. . 
Nicho. Tis very odd, that when this Devil-love 
© gets once into a young Female Noddle, what Tricks 
and Gambols will it make her play : I had rather 


„ be oblig'd to tame a Hare in the Beginning of March, 


and make it come to my Hand, than any Woman 


in her Pride of Eighteen; if once the be touch'd 


© with this loving Fury, - * 

Pere. He writes me Word here, he Diſcover d her 
one Evening by her Singing, for ſhe can Sing too 
like an Arch-Angel; The pretty Rogue was waſh- 
© ing her Feet in a little Brook that runs juſt by his 


_ © Cortage, the whiteneſs of which made him ar firſt 


fſuſpect her Sex, till viewing her Face nearer, he 


© knew her perfectly, yet Diſcover' d not himſelf, but 


_ © follow'd her, and by that means found her Abode a- 


_ ©, mong the Shepherds, Miho. 


— 
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hink 


Nich. And how d'ye intend to get her thence ? 
Pere. Occaſion offers fitly, to Morrow will be the 
Funeral: of Chryſoſtum, a young, Witty and Learned 
Engliſh. Gentleman, that for the Love of a Coy Beau- 
tiful Virgin of theſe Precincts, call'd Marcella, put 


on a Shepherd's Habit to Court her; but ſhe diſdain- - - 


ing him, diſpair'd and dy'd. At this Ceremony will 
attend all the Shepherds hereabouts, and there will be 


2 Dirge Sung, with other Rural Games, made by a 


dear Friend and County-man of his; call'd Ambroſoo, 


in Honour of the Dead Man's Memory. Now a- 


mongſt this Troop tis probable ſhe comes, and I may 
then ſarpriſe ger. : 

Nicbo. *Tis likely enough I confeſs, and to aſſiſt a 
little, good Mr. Curate, III be there too, and if the 
Clergy miſs her, perhaps the Laity may come in for a 
snack; but come, let's mind our preſent Diverſion, 


here comes mine Hoſt, the Antick Ceremony of the 


Knighthood will be performed immediately. 
Enter Vincent, Hoſteſs, and Maritornes. 

vin. Ah! the Devil take all mad Fools: Was ever 
Man fo plagu'd Come, Wife, Daughter; and Gen- 
tlemen, pray mind all your Inſtructions, that I 
humour this Frantick Aſs with a Sham * 
and ſo get him out of my Houſe, for I ſhall be un- 
done if 
Dream juſt now, and fancying he was fighting with 
Giants, falls a Slaſhing two Bages of Red Wine, that 
ſtood up in a Corner, and has ſpilt about twenty Gal- 
lons on't upon the Floar; - D ſheart ! he has made me 
almoſt as mad as himſelf !* therefore Wife, beſure you 


make haſte; and remember your Part of the Ceremony. 


Hoſteſs. Ceremony! Hang him; Gad 111 Charge him 
with a Conſtable, if ho toes not pay me for my 
Wine. * 
bes a mad Men. 25 | | 

Nicho. And ſuch are not only excus d from Civili- 
ty, but Law too, 1 e * 

5 | Marit. 


__ „ L229 — 
- 7 
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ſtays a Day longer in't—— He roſe up in a 


Perez,. Ha, ha, Oh Neighbour ! You muſt confider 


— 


p Don Q. Set down the shell of my R 


parable; and told me my Eyes glitter d brighter than 
venus or Mercury, with a World more of ſuch Gibbe- 


riſh, that for my part, I thought the Devil was in the 


Man. a g 4 17114 4 42241 
Vin. Ay Gad, III get clear of him 1 
yonder I ſee him ! He's coming with his Armor to this 
W ell, which he takes to be a conſecrated Fountain, 
and therefore a Place fit to be Knighted in. Come, 
come all in, let's leave him ria 
I.go and get all my merry Grig ready for: the Song 
and Dance; we Il Fool him Methodically however. 
I.sExeunt. 


Enter Don Quixote Strip d, and Sancho following, car- 


ming his Armor, and Laughing at him. 

ö enown, my 
Armor, that wondrous Caſe, that muſt defend this 
Body from vile Inchanters, Monſters, Giants, Furies! 
there, ſet em down by that moſt Holy Fountain, 
whilſt, like a Tortoiſe, ſtrip'd of her Defence, I craw! 
about, and groveling, kiſs the Earth, till Fate ordains 
the Honour to retrieve. em. Go Sancho, go thou aſide, 
my faithful Squire; and Pray, Squires: have no other 
Office in this Ceremony. [Sancho lays down the Armor, 
Suan. Why the truth ont is, Sir, you have nick'd 


me there to a Hair, for my whole Office has been to 


Pray and Faſt ever fince I came into your Service: I 
have told my Wife Tereſa Wonders of ye, that Iam 
to be an Earl and a Governor, and the Devil and all, 
but the Horſe next the Mill carries the Griſt, Miſchiefs 


come by the Pound. and;go away by the Ounce ; 


_ fend me a goed Deliverance, I ſay; I am a Fool, 
it. ::!!! Snot 0 
Don Q. No. If thou would'ſt have thy ſelf unravel, 

thou art a — re of Knave and Fool; the Weights 
are often equal, but now I think, the Fool weighs 
down the Ballance ; thou art now a filly deſponding 


Varlet: 


LU 


great 
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Marit. He calls me Princeſs; Radiant, and Imcom- 


elf a lirtle, whilſt 


San. Well, well, where nothing is, a little goes a 


L 


* 
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feat Way, and an old Dog will learn no Tricks. 
What a Devil ge all the Well a Fountain for of 


And who the Devil Conſecrated it, unleſs it be two. 
or three Dozen of bald pate Frogs 1 heard Croaking | 


mt 


3 of Drums and Trumpets are heard within. 
Away, I ſay, and do as I command thee ; and if thou 
haſt a Prayer better than ordinary, that treats; of 
Knighthood, and of brave Exploits, perform it with 
a Stomach, do it, as thou uſeſt to Eat, yoraciouſly. . 

$:n. Why there's another very pretty Task to, a 
thing that would baffle the whole Clergy, as Tm a 
true Squire, to Pray as np” as one. can Eat; 
de bud, there's ne*er à Prieſt in Chr | 


thine, Sancho, will hinder thy Perferment; when e⸗ 
ver the Squire of a Knight Errant gives himſelf to 
Eating, Honours fall off inſenfibly,  _ v4 

Sun. Why then the Devil take all Honours; a hun- 
ery Horſe makes an ill Journey, and half a Loaf is 


better than no Bread; rather than ſtarve for a Gover- 


norſhip, I'll be plain with you Sir 


Don Q. Away, thou Prater; I'll hear no more a= 


way I ay. Exit Sancho, Grumbling. 
Enter Drams and Trumpets Sounding. Then Enter Vin- 


cent, Crowned with Lawrel, and 4 Sgutcheon in his 
Hand. Then Perez, Nicholas, Hoſteſs, Matitorneſs, 


with Scutcheons.” Then Singers and Dancers, repreſents 
ing Knights of ſeveral Orders, two and two, carrying 
Branches of Lawrel. They March ſolemnly round Don 

Quixote, who kneels whilſt Vincent puts à Circle-about 
his Head, and then Speaks. 4% 


vin. Thou God that lov'ſt loud Drums that Rattle, 


Raw Heads and bloody Bones, and Battle; 
That try'ſt with Blows our Senſe of Feeling. 
Look down upon this Mortal Kneeling : 

| 55 Grant 


Pon 0. Hark, 1 hear em coming z 2 Marſhal Noiſe 


iſtendom can do't. - 
Don Q. I have a ſhrewd Suſpicion that this Belly of 


* 
/ 


Q 


— * r 


Ts 2 


_ r 
9 1 


; Than when he from the Wind-Mill fell. 
Vor waggiſh Hoſts make hin u ſinrk A (iche hi 


. TheShaving of his Underſtanding, 


_ Leſt ſomethard:fiſted Oftler Gone on't, 


Get him more Honour, and more Baſting. [Sick her 
TLawrel, and now altogether, round bis Head , bear the 
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Grant him Honours, with Redundante 
„and Blows, and Kicks abundance 3 BY 5 
And when nis Bones, all broken be, Wo 
Be this the Type of Victory. |{8icks- the Scutchenn it 
bus Circle. _ Bam 
Teber Proud Giants let him better 


No more may RiſhPondsdrench his Carcaſs, 


heo 
Nicho. en e Hand in 


Fame let him get at Tiltand Barriers, 
And never more be [wing d by Carriers. » (Sticks bi 
-  »*Scutcheon. Don Q. Ben., 
Haſteſt. Clarer, no more for Blood be ſpilling, 
"Not no more coſtly 'Wine-Bag 885 Killing 3 "is 
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Or angry Hoſteſs ſcratch hisEyes out. - [Sicks her Scut* 
Mar. May Dulcinea del Toboſo,, _ cheon. Don Q. B. 

That likes his Tawny Phiz but ſo, ſe, 

By being in her Rigor laſting, 


Words; The Knight of the IIl-favour d Face. 
vin. So, now remove by, whilſt theſe Sons o 
2 Knights that repreſent the Times paſt Glo- 
fy, perform the reſt of this is high ——— 8 


Here Hoſteſs and Maritornes raiſe up Don Quixote; 
7 . lead him to the further Part of te Stage, and . 
him. Then 4 Dance is performed, repreſenting Knights - 
Errant killing 4 Dragon: Which a, they rs Don 
Quixote to the Front of the Stage. 


N 


Vin. Now Sing the song in Praiſe of Arms and 


$0NG 


* 


art ¶ part I. N Don Satte 2a 
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1 NG all.ye Muſes, ur Lutes 4 around; 7 * 
When a Soldier's the Story, what Tons ue can. want 
Who Danger diſdajns, Wounds, Bruiſes and Pains. 

When the Honour of fighting is all that he gains. 

Rich profit comes cuſſie in Cities of Store: ' 
But the Gold is eann d hard where the Cannons do Rogr, 
Tet ſee: how they run at the Storming 4 u. N 
\Through-Blood and through Fire, 10 Fake Oy fal. 
They 8 Scale the bigh Wall, 

Whence they ſee others Fell. - 
Their Hearts:-precious. Darling, bright: chm bare: Io 
Tho* Death's under Foot, an the Mine:is juſt $a og : 
Ir ſprings, up they-fly, yet more ſtill ſupply... 

As Bride-grooms to Marry, they haſten to dpe. | 
Till Fate clays her Wings, and the glad Tidings brin . 
Of the Breach being enter d, and chen * 4 5 
ben happy 's ſhe whoſe Füce 
Can win à Soldier's Grace, 
| - They range about in Bae, 5 6 3 

Lide Gods diſpoſeng Fiteeme 5 
No Luxury in Peace, 8 
Nor Pleaſure in Exceſt. 

Can Parallel the Foys the Martial Hero p lg 1 


* 


ar theſe 
Ce. 


ons oft ben fluſpd with Rage; and fore d by. n 7 4 
ſt Glo- Wealthy-Town. T4 8 
Vin. Ladies, the laſt great Honour now afford, 
. And Arm the Champion with the Spurs and Sword. 
rote Hoſteſt. Let this bright Spur, with prickly Rowels, 
1 Arn That wounds thy Courſer near the Bowels, Putting 
Cughs f Mind thee in thy Adventures thick on the Spurs. 
Bon] How thou for Womens Rights ſhould; kick, - 
7143 So Fortune, thou bold Knightly Tony, 

Send thee more Wit, and me more Money. 
s and Mar. About thy Loyns I gird this doughty Blade, 


To fight thy. Battles, and make Foes afraid : 
mY _ _Cudgel, and Cudgell'4be, be no Man's Debtor, 
NG Wies more chat ſtupid Pate wr 'd the better. | 


Thy, 


— 
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Thy Fate defends thee from the Pains of Killing, 
Who has no Brains, is paſt all Senſe of Feeling. P 

Win. Then laſtly, with this Knightly Thwack, 
[Draws the Sword and ftrikes bin, 


And theſe about thy Sides and Back. bl 
J Dub thee for an Arms Profeſſor, © [© 
Champion for War, and Wrongs Redreſſor. * 
Once, twice, and thrice, now riſe with Grace, [ 


The Knight ofthe HI-favour d Face. { Don Quixote Riſe; 
Don Q Sir Conftable, the Honour you have done 
me, devotes me to your Service during Life; ſhew 
me a Monſter, Giant, or Inchanter, tho ne er ſo huge 
or terrible, that has wrong d ye, and you ſhall fee me 
make him do you Juſtice, and lay his Recreant Head © 
beneath your Feet. And yeu great Princeſſes, and F 
IIluſtrious Beauties, that this great Hour have done 
Don Nui xote Honour, low at your Feet your Knight 8 
offers his Homage. . My grateful Thanks likewiſe to : 
you my Friends, by whom this Sword and Arm ſhall ©, 
always be commanded. I Perez and Nicho, . 


Pere. All Honour to the Son of Fame, and bright- i ; 

eſt Planet of Knight Errantry, Don Quixote de la Man- - 

Nicho. May his Heroick Deeds make Amadis du Gaul - 
F111 rolle 

Vin. Don Beilianis of Greece, and Felixmarte of Thri- i c 

ania be Muſhrooms to the Pine of this tall Glory. b 


Don Q. Good my Lord, your Excellence too much 
HFHonours me; and ſo does your fair Lady of whem 
I muſt preſume to beg one Courteſy— additional If 3, 
_- which.is— a Plaifter— for with your Lordſhips too 
mch Zeal in Dubbing me, I humbly do conceive— | ; 
"my Head 7 

Perex. Yes, if it bled three Drops. 
BR. Q. It has, three Hundred, I feel em in my 
8 r x 
Hoſtefs. Run Maritornes, fetch the Unguentum Album. 
Den N. Moſt RadiantPrinceſs!: I ſhall Trouble ye. 
| <3 Marit, 


ey =o 


* 


part J. of Don Quixote. 21 
Marit. Why truly Sir. ſince you have made me a 
great Lady, I can't help being as proud as one; and 
to ſend a Princeſs for à Plaiſter, is, in my Opinion, 
little unden. IF tv 2 1 ne 
Nic ho. Oh Madam. Tour Highneſs ſhall: not need, 
] have one ready here in my Pocket. { Pulls out his Box. 
Enter Sancho Heftig. 8 
San. Odsbodokins! If ever you'll ſee a fine Sight as 
long as you live, come away 9 — to the Inn Door. 
. Perez, How now Sancho? Where's your Obeyſance 
to this Noble Knight P17 21463 2K mod ed ate) 
sun. Mum, Mum, I underſtand ye Moſt Noble 
Emperor, that is to be, I kiſs your-Majeſty's Foot. 
: Don Be I, well, my Squire — but prithee what 
Sight is this thou haſt ſeen at the Caſtle- Gate? 
Sun. Why at the Caſtle-Gate then, ſince you will 
have it ſo, there's a dead Man walk'd by in more State, 
and with greater Noiſe after him, than a London Al- 
derman, whoſe Soul is gone to Hell for Uſury; then 
he has, I ſay, when his Son and Heir hires a whole 
Troop of Blue-Coat-Boys to ſing Pſalms, and try if 
they en , ĩ tb im 
Vin. Oh ! Tis the Funeral of Chryſoſtom, that dy d 
for Love. My Lord Don Quixote, tis fit you ſhould 
be there, perhaps ſome Adventure may ſhew it ſelf. 
Don Q. Your Excellence Councels: well, there may 
indeed, for now methinks Fm weary of foftEaſe, and 
long for ſome Exploits to rowſe m 
Valour * now Giants Monſters trem- * They put on his 
ble, for I come, a 
To purge the World of Vice by powerful Arm —- 
In ſpight of Hell, and Necromantick Charms. ¶ Exit Don 
lr Qui cote and Sanche. 
Hoſteſs, The Devil go with him; muſt we loſe our 
Money for our Wine after all. then, for a Jeſt ? Ds lite 
Pere. No, no, prithee good Haſteſs let him alone 


1 
+ » 


now, I'll ſee thee paid upon the Word of a Prieſt ; 
Tl! be his Pledge for once, for out of Kindneſs to his 


C 3 Pamily, 


22 The Comii, cal H. Rory Part I, WP 
Family, I intend very ſuddenly, by a Trick to cure hi fi 
Frenzy, and bring him Home again. 
Haſteſß. The Word of a Prieſt, Thank'ee good Sir, THT 
deſire no betterSecurity forall the Wine i in myCellar, MB 
| Nieho. If there be =ny er in 5 you are ſure of me 
Mr Curace.) * 1 
Pere ⁊. Oh, thou art to be my chief Engine but 
more of that another time; now let's to the Fune- 
ral, and if Ican but find my Niece there. | 
' Nicho. Weill Fuddle mine Hoſt to Night in his own 
Calle, as Don Quixote calls it. © 
- Kin, Ak, won d 1 cou d fee that, my! jolly Lads; I4 
try vous Forces r fairk. 
| Fe ahy And did not 1 do my Speeches purely, Mr, 
urat | 
Perez: AY, lirtle auen _—_ thou didft, J af- 
ſure __” 2X Ph 
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-SCENE 1 u. Deep 0 Grove. 


EnterDorothea alone, Dreſs 4 like 4 Shepherdes i in More 
1 u . and Crown'd with a Cypreſs Garland. 


Doroch. "Hey Some with Sighs,and as half dead with 


OW, 
Attend che Body of the wittched Chry 0 Mom, 
Whilſt I, chat ſeem to Mourn another's Fate, 
Diſſolve in real Tears, to know my own © 
Poor Dorothea, Where are now the Comforts - 


Pres copier a hat, 


Fw Fe je por ey Merv Is Bi f y 

Kis thy. retrel ſean on otom, 

7 7 in ſofe Rapture my , invoke Heay'n — guard thee: ? 
gone, quite 12 'thou'rt now a Friendleſs Vaga- 


Undone by Love, and by Man berray'®,, (bond; 


”” 


* 


— 
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Part I. of Don Quixote. 23 
tor who could elſeundo-an innocent Maid?” 
| rorc'd in theſe Groves among the ſtranger Swains, 
Sir, 1 To waſte a woful Life. Oh falſe runde! . 
tellar; But huſn no more, they come. — [Goes to 
5 | T7507, 963 97 25 000 Be. 
I ßen Re-enter Dorothea with Ambroſio, and other Shep- 
— but herds and Shepherdeſſes Cromu d with: Cypreſs; tben the 
Fune- M Body of Chryſoſtom follows on a Bier, Crowd with 
Wreath, and cover d with Flowers; they March in Solemn 
Sown WM Proceſſion round the Stage, then the Bier being ſet dow 


| in the midſt of it, A mbroſio ——__ © wl 
4s, 1d 4mbros. Thus to the Grave t retreat of Mor- 
as ſad Ambroßo brought his deareſt Friend, [ tals, 
„ Mr. oh that he could revenge his hapleſs Death upon the 
N cruel Tygreſs that has caus d it; with what a Pleaſure 
6 would 7 fly to execute; or could my: Breath blow 
plagues among the Sex, and only amongſt-them, no 
* Male-thing ſuffering, what Rapture ſheuld 1 feel; 
* but ales, | wiſh in vain, no Peſtilence can hurt 
em: One poiſonous Viper cannot hurt another: A 
* Woman is the Plague, the hotteſt Plague, an 
where they harbour, breed Contagion round em. 
| * Dorth, To me I'm ſure a Man has been a Greater, 
and bred more Defolation, | [Afde. - 
ſourn> Enter Don Quixote and Sancho. 5 
ZBut good Ambroſe, was this fair Murdreſs.through- 
| with ly ſatisfy' d of your dead Friends Affection? 
fc * Ambr. Too too well, there paſt no Minute on of 
ſſtealing time, that he paſt unemploy'd' to do her Ser- 
vice; he was a Man, the brighteſt of her Sex, if they 
could e'er conſider, would be proud of, an admira- 
* ble Scholar, rare Muſician, Learn'd without Pride. 
and Valiant without Paffion ; the Elements were all 
nts If fo temper'd in him; that except Love, his Breaſt 
as ſtill and calm; no Guſt within to ruffle: his rare 
RA, 1 ſo knowing too. and yet withal ſo mo- 
thee 2 deſt, that tho* his Reafon could inſtruct great Tea- 
Vags- ff chers, he never though himſelf the Wifer Man. 
ond; i I. Sep. He was indeed the Wonder of his time. * 
„ * 83 C4 ek OE TCAYS &- hs Am-. 
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Ambros. Oh ye immortal Powers! How comes it 
© then that all this Worth is thrown away on Wo- 
man? Woman, that as the Poet nobly tells us 

Deceitful Woman, that will in time foreſtall, 

T he Devil, and be the Damning of us all, 

Don Quixote comes up to Ambroſio, 
| c 2 Shy Bleſs us ! What Romantick thing have we 
got 53-73 7" 
© x Shep. I know not, he looks like the Ghoſt of 

© ſome Murder'd King in a Tragedy; Prethee obſerve 
the tother too that comes flonching. after him, that 
wu muſt be ſome rare Fellow by his Look. - 
42 Shep. By the Maſs 1 admire him, I muſt go ſtare 

* at em. . 

: - [They flare At Sancho, and Sancho at then. 
| « Don Q. I am, Sir, by Profeſſion a Knight Errant, 
© renown'@ for Rightin Wrongs; my Name's Don 
<. Ta otherwi e call'd the Knight of the Be. 

© uour d Fece: 37h 

Shep. Faith tis Ill-favour'd indeed, there you are 
in the right, in troth Sir Knight. _ - 
San. And you muſt know I am the Renowned 


2 Panca, this Renowned Knight's Renowned 


uire, and, all in good time, am to be a Renown- 

ed Governor. 
5 Don .I have with Wonder heard ſome Part of 
< your Diſcourſe, and therefore, as it is my Duty, 
make Requeſt to know if you are wrong d. 
Dioroth. Some Mad-man ſure. | 
+ © Ambroſ, He looks no better, Sir Knight, * 

© eer you are, if you'll have Patience till we have 
— perform'd' the Funeral Ceremonies, I-ſhall have time 
to Anſwer, but till then 
rh . l With all my aun; moſt Courteous Koight, 

aſſiſt my felf. 
Enter Perez, And Nicholas. 

% "Be He's got hither before us, I ſee. 
Nicbo. And I warrant they take him for ſome ſtrange 
Mon/ier, ow they Stare and Grin at Szncho ? 
— Perform the Dirge, and let 9 Rits 
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Part I. of Don Quixote. 23 
bedone in Solemn Order: And oh thou dear beſt Pat- 
tern of true Friendſhip, accept this poor laſt Tribute 
from a Friend, whofe Love to thee . was boundleſs as 
thy Merit. [Kiſſes Chryſoſtom.” 


| Here 4 Song is Sung by a. young Shepherdeſs, then they all 


Dance 4 Solemn Dance, expreſſing deſpairing Love; then 
Ambroſio and others, lay Chryſoſtom in the Graue; 
mean while a Dirge * Sung by e and Shepherdeſs. 


Vourng Chryſoſtom had Virtue, Senſe, + 
Renown, and Manly Grace, | 

Tet all- alas were no Defence. 

_ Againſt Marcella's Face. 

His Love that long had taken Root, 

In doubts cold Bed was laid, 


Where Sbe not warning is to Shoot, ' «i ox 
The lovely Plant Decay d. iy V8 
ET: II. | 3: 
Had coy Marcella own'd 2 Soul, „ 


Half Beauteous as her Eyes; 
Her Fndgment had ber Soul controuPd,” 
And taught her how to Prize : 


But Providence that Form d the Fair, | 
In ſuch a charming Shin, 


Their outſide made their only Care, 3 „ = 
And never loo, d within. +5 a 


? 7m DIR GE. 

8 poor Touth, Sleep in Peace, 8 

IJ Reliev'd from Love and Mortal Care; 

Whilſt we that Pine in Life's Diſeaſe, a 
Uncertain Bleſs'd leſſe happy are. 

Couc h d in the dark and filent Grave, 

No ills of Fate thou now canſt Ear; 

In vain wou d Tyrant Pow'r enſla ve, 


Or ſcornful Beauty be ſevere. _ 
Wars, that do fatal Storm diſperſe, 
Far from thy happy Manſon keep; 
Earthquakes that ſhake t he Univerſe : 

Can't Rock thee into ſounder Sleep. 
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w ub all abe Charms F Peace poſſeſt, 
Ssascure from Life's Torment or Pain, 
Sleep and 94 thy. fetf- 8 . 
Vr Dream t re'er . riſe again. | 
CHORUS te 
P thy Raref future Doubt, 9 8 A 


The Sun is from the Dial gone, . 4 ENS 
The Sundl are funk; the Glaſs'is out, 2 
The Folly of the Farce is done. 


Ambroſ. Oh, I ſhall choakwith a Revengeful Spleen; 
againſt that curſt She that robb'd me of this fewel! 


each fingle Ray of whoſe — ge Virtue, out- 


ſhin'd a Million of thoſe Counterfeits, thoſe dull falſe 
Pebbles, Women. 


Doroth. My Unkle, as] live, how ſhall F oy” 
Exit, 
Perex. I'm ſure tis She, I know hier by that Bluſh; 
Nicha. Follow her cloſe, then the Game lies juſt be- 
fore ye. -  [Exeunt. 
Don Q. Sir, to me, there is no brighter Jewel than 
a Woman, and he that dares affirm my Peerleſs Mi- 
ſtreſs ſweet Dulcinee del Toboſo, is a Pebble, is but 2 
Turf himſelf, and holds his Soul at nothing. 
I Shep. Ha, ha, ha, ha, this is rare Stuff. 
+ .Ambroſ. Some Officer ſure grown Frantick. 


2 Shep. The Squire-Governor too looks with. the 
. fo Air. ha, ha, ha, ha. 


V1 What a Plague do theſe Erogs in green Live- 


ries grin at ? A Knight Errant to thefe Fools now, 


I warrant, is as ſtrange a Sight, as a Rhinoceros, hoh, 
hoh, ha, ha, Laugh on, Laugh on, Boobys, there's ſome 


difference ſure between a Kite a Piſmire ; what a 


Pox, Earldoms are not got arty of Sheep—hoh, 
hoh, N wh * * | 


Enter Marcella. 


Don Q. Hah, | here's ſome wonderful Adventures | 


What beauteous Viſion's this, 
San. Oons, if this ſhould be ſome Empreſs or ( 


now, and my Governmeat. at - my Hbow before 2 m 
aware. An 


%.* 4 


* 
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part J. ef Don Quitote” — 


Aribroſ By Heaven tis She, the very Charming 
Devil, that has done all this Miſchief _ 

Marcell. Great cauſe thou haſt to wonder, raſh Am- 
bropo, that I who from my Infancy Devoted to Soli- 
tude, have ſnnun'd all Human Converſe; ſhould now 
un- ask d, expoſe my Perſon here; but know I do it 
to defend my Honour, againſt the iſonous ſlander 
of vile Tongues, who render me the Cauſe of their 
un-reſt, and the late Death of thy ill red Friend. 

Amro, Ooh! Tigfeſs of more Cruel and Fell kind, 
than ever yet in Aﬀrick” Deſarts bred, eariſt thou des 
fend thy ſelf * 

Marcell. Yes, and with uſes too, bis Death was 
caus'd by his obſtinate Fol 

Ambroſ. Of loving — too well. oh barbarous 
Women, the Sacred Powers above, lent ye Beauty to 
give Delight, not to Kill, tho? it had Power, yet you 
all fill'd with the old 3 Miſdhief, 
knowing that Power, —— | h = | 
Convert it to dur Ruin ; 

Eh Oh, filly Men, that knowing hed — | 
3 yet turn Amorous Coxcombs- to provoke 


"ab Thou very Devil i in an Angels ſhape, thou 
know'ſt-1t was the Fate of my dear Friend, 12 could 
not help his loving thee. 

Marcell. Why then, thou very Fool i in thy o. 
Shape, the leſs my Obligation; who i oblig d to one 
for any Courteſy, that « cannot help the doing 1 it? 
 Ambroſ. Yer doſt not pity him. ; 

Marcell. Pity's the Child of Love; and F-neer yet 
Lov'd any of your Sex. I might have ſome Compaſſion 
for * Death; bar till the Occaſion of it moves my 
Mirt 45 
Ambroſ. The Occaſion of it Why thou ſtrange 
. Art thou not th' Occafion Did he not die 

or tnee f. © 

Marcell. For me! No, certainly ; ; washe not a Man, 
one grounded too in Knowledge, a 3 
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with a Charm, to Plague thy 


0 The Comical Hiſtory Pant], 
* dreſs'd in the Pride of all thoſe Glittering Arts that 


Taiſe your Sex, you think fo much above us ? Poor 
Ignorant Women, I warrant: he deſpis d us in his 

Heart; Toys, Puppets, fa ſhion d only for the Plea- 
ſure, Mirth, and Convenience of Lordly Man; and 
could he Die for Love ? Eie Tie Impoſlible ! Who 
ever knew a Witdo ſuch a thin 


Ambroſ. Triumphant Miſchief; have you no Re- 
morſe " FR 
' Marcell. Trather look on him asa good Ar ; that 
practiſing the Art of deep Deceipt, as as Whining, 
Swearing, Dying at your Feet, 
Cracked ſome Life Artery with an -over-ftrain; | 
And dy'd of ſome Male Miſchief in the Brain. 
San. Ah plague, I find now: this is no Queen; this 
Woman. is too much a rocks to be of any great 


Don Qu. peace Bottlehead. | 
* Ambroſ.-Oh ! That ſome. 1 2 bleſs me 


Heart, as thou has 
Tortur'd his; that thou might iſt feel the Force of 
© thoſe hot Flames, that burnt the Life out of the 
Noble chryſoſtom. (Arts, 
'- © Marcell. But ſince your Words have no bewitching 
No Charm your Perſon, nor your Eyes no Darts. 
© Happy Marcella, who no Danger ſees,, 
Untouch d by Love does neither burn nor tere. 
Ambroſ. His Merit, tho' not mane, woulg Inſpire 
In: any generous Woman. (Love, 
Marcell. That's as ſhe priz'd it, 
Men will be vain, and value their own Parts; ; 
But tis our Fancy that beſtows our Hearts, 
Merit is what we Love, ſometimes a Foo 


Ourdoes th* Philoſopher in a Womans $:hool 3. 12 deal 1 


But if She's wilful; and has no Remorſe, | 

Believe me, Fool, twill be in vain to "£0 *. e 5 
Ambrol. Heaven ! Why did our Creation come by 

Cap Mankind be no other way Increas d. (Women 


et, No other EET: 0 ſet your Heart at reſt, 
| Ambrol. 


part J. of Don Quixote. 29 
Aubraſ. We doubt em, even whilſt in their Arms 


rt], wet K 
that proſpect of Cares we find, but none of Joy. bk 
Poor BY Marcel. Piſh— Now I Laugh at ye, you know you. 
„ _- ©» {ning ſeernfolty 
lea, Beauty, you as your greateſt Bliſs purſue, — © 
and reign what you can, nay, Fool we know it too. 

Fair is my Face, my Liberty my own, .. _ 


will accept no Love nor Promiſe none: 

Nor Pity any would my Peace betray ; AT 

Tho' there ſhould Die Ten Thouſand in a Day, . 

that A=ibroſ. Once to Revenge this Lover that lies Dead 

ing, Grant ye, immortal Powers, that I may Wed, 

n quell the Pride of your Rebellious Race, 

1 [form Woman new and make her know her Place. 

R —_— _ him ſweet Heaven, and let his Con- 
. ſiort e DNS eee ee 

Ko Arm'd with-another Soul like that in me. 
IA Soul that too fond Paſſion neer Confin d. 

zut knows the Cheats of all his Couz ning kind; 

me our Rage, weak Sir, will ſlenderly prevail; 4 

has My Rule's Effectual. and it cannot fail: 

e of our eaſie Natures oft with Pride you ven 

the But know that I was Born to Plague your Sex. 

rts rorm'd to Artract, and Featur d to Excel,  -» 

' WBczuty's a Charm gainſt which you want a Spell, 


he When Heaven conveys ſuch Influence to you; 
Correct with awful Frowns and make me ſue ; 
hut whilſt your Fate's ſubmitted to my Sway, 
vice I know my Power, and Men ſhall Obey. Exit. 
Ve, Ambroſ. Dee hear the Infolence, Shepherds you, 


that were Friends to the brave Chryſoſtom? Ds death, 
ſhall ſhe brave us thus? For ſhame run ſome of ye, 
and bring her back; let's make her have ſome Senſe of 
her Barbarity, at leaſt. [They offer to follow her, and 
| Don Quixote draws and oppoſeth. 

Don Qu. Let no one dare to follow her on his Life; 
5 J find ſhe does but Juſtice to her Sex, that are too of- 
by ren. much abus d by ours, therefore as I profeſs my ſelf 
n Knight-Errant, tis fit that I protect her. 2 Sep. 
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1F Lau protect her, ha, ha, ha, ha, 
C | Don n Knig hts, I will do't, and more. then that 
14 inſt ye a 
| againſ That he will, Progs, and againſt a Hundi 
more of ye for all your Grining. 
"Ti I Sep. 10006: —— 40 the Bedlam: hed, 3 come 
5 Friends, lets em, 'erento Dar the 
Fools are Diſtracted. vey b. 
os 141 try how Sound your Senſes are, Sir 
Dog bolt. | 
| Fight here, and Don Quixote and Sancho beat enn all off, 
| - Then Re-enter Don Quixote and Sancho, ſtrutting. 
| | San. There's for Your Grinin Ng, Rogues, I-think| 
If - am even with ye now; Woons ! What a ſine thing 
1 f bring is, when a Man is ſure of having the better 
1 it? And what a delicate difference: there is he 
0 EO tween a Toledo-Blade, and a Sheephook ? But come, 
i Sir, let's get away for fear they Rally, *sbui ] think] 
1 behay'd my ſelf bravely. 
ll Don Qu. Why troth, if thou could ſt but keep thy 
4 Eyes open a little better, thou might ſt in time come 
4F | to do ſomething : But a Pla 7 on thee, thou fight 
as a Crab Crawls, backwards, for inſſead of giving 
one of em afde lo thump juſt now if Thad not ſtepl 
quick aſide thou hadſt _ my: Knighthood oer the 
Pate ? But however, thou mean ſt well, L dare Swe, 
and I believe ſight'ſt as well as thou can ſt. 
And be's no braver that ſubdnes an Hoſt, 
ben be it thar Hands Full eee Fe. I[Exenn. 
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Enter Perez and Dorothea. 
Dh . Al „Sir, 1 bes J e for my Mother's ſake, 0 
* you ever toy 1 poor e, = e 
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both I do Conyure ye, let me not ſee my father. 

_ Perez. Truſt to me; you muſt to your paſt Crime 

add a Greater, by hateful Diſobedience. Et, 
Doroth. Oh ! I ſhall Dye with ſhame; Alas; I left 

him alone unfriended, warp'd with Age and Sorrow! 


ſhall never dare, forlorn as now, to meet his Eyes a- 
gain | Barbarous Fernando, that Falſe Cruel Tyrant, 


aviſh'd that bleit fight for ever from me. | 
9 Had you no Contract from this falſe Rr- 
Doroth. In Vows and Oaths a Thouſand; I was too 
Artleſs to deſire him more: Heavens! He would 
« ſwear till he was black in the Face; Diſſemble fix 
long Hours by the Clock; and when he Vow'd th 


* and thick, ſo Fierce withal and Eager in Expreſſing, 
* that I've been fain to let him Kits and Breath for 
fear the thronging Lies ſhould Suffecate hm. 
Perez. Let after all this to pretend to marry Lu- 
ſeinda; Nay. Forge a falſe Letter from her, ta her be- 
troth d Love Cardenio, implying ſhe had deſerted him; 
and then ſacrilegiouſſy teal her from #Nannery, to 
which ſhe fled for Sanctuary, is ſuch a ſtain to his No- 


Juſtice done thee, Girl, I reſolve the Court ſhall know 
it. 5 


ſtung me l Oh; let all Virgins by my Fate take Warn- 
ing and never more believe that faithleſs Sex. 


thine can never want an Advocate. 5 | 
Doroth. Twas that Heart-breaking News that ſtabb'd 
me moſt ; ſo that forgetting Father, Sex, and Honour, 
in this Diſguiſe I was reſoly'd to ſeek him, and either 
Cauſe him to perform his Vows, or Die in the purſuit 
of my Deſire. EG 6" 7 2 


with her Pratling Infant Innocence, and ſpringing 
Beauty in it's early Bloſſom, ſhe us'd to pleaſe, by 


That good Old Man! That kind Indulgent Father, I - 


pears with TE or of my dear Virgin Honour, has 


© Truth of his Affection, the Proteſtations càme fo faſt 


bility as wants Example; and rather than not have 
- Doroth, To marry. Luſcinda there's the Dart that 


Perez, Come, no more Tears; a Cauſe ſo Juſt as 
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Part l. 
Euter Nicholas. 7 i 


Perex. The Lady Luſcinda ſhall be inſtantly in- 
. form'd of his Treachery and what Intereſt I can 
„make againſt him thou art aſſur d of: Come let's a- 
bout it——— How now, thy Face ſeems to have 
© fome Surprize in't. Is there any News ſtirring. 
_  . © Niche. Yes, and ſome that will Surprize you, in- 
© deed, or Tm miſtaken ; as I was ſtanding at myPoſt 
© without, to give you the better opportunity of Diſ- 
© courſe, who ſhould I ſee below at the Inn Door, 
but Don Fernando, and in the Habit of a Nun, a 


Lady with him. | HE” 
_.© Perez, Strange Fortune, art thou ſure *twas he ? 
. © Doroth. Oh Heaven, how my Heart throbs 2 
© Nicho. 1 ſaw his Face, and alſo gueſs the Lady, to 
be the Fair Luſcinda, there's ſome Fan e Difference 
s between em, for by her Actions ſhe ſeem d much 
« diffatisfy'd ; hark, they are coming up this Way, 
; ſtep but into the next Room you may Diſcover 
TE LL eo on ny RC 3 FH 
Perex. Do fo, Ar Niece, and let's obſerve em, 
© then when thou ſeeſt thy Opportunity. appear 
Els charge him boldly, III not be far off. - ' 
© Doroth, Nay, I will ſpeak to him, tho* Death at- 
tends 1t. VVT 
Enter Fernando, and Luſcinda, in the Habit of a Nun. V. 
_ * Luſcin. Is there no End of your Impiety, have be 
£ Nunnery Walls, ſtrong Gates, nor Iron Bars, nay, Le 
nor the Deity Ador'd within, to whom I fled for F fo 
< help in my Diſtreſs, not Power enough to hinder I. 
© one Man's Wickedneſs ? You Sacred Powers, have out 
vou. forgot your'Juſtice ? That you ſend none to ever 
by Succour poor Luſcinda, - © * i 
Fern. The Powers you ſpeak of, Madam, that knew . H: 
< what's better for ye, than you did for your ſelf, you let 
« ſee aſſiſted me in my Deſign. et +2 | 


_ _ © Luſcin, Oh Impious Wretch, dare you think Hea- . v. 
© yen aſliſting in wicked Actions? No, twas the Ail ; Ph 
| : 3 RS 


Hea- 


Al 
+ of 


© rage Cattempr, a 
{ me Power cs ſeals your Nynage); Walls, andjecom- 
« penſe my Love with Spoils of Beaut .. 


you 


- 
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of Hell, in ſome curſt Minute, when all good An- 
gels ſlept, or elſe ſtood Neuter. 
> Fern. H II, Madam, what has Hell to do in Love 


: Affairs? A Devil 1s Foe-profeſs'd to Amity, no, ; 
30k ole e, Was 47 own proſperous Genius, Cou- 


Fortune to ſucceed; this gave 


* Luſcin. Have you no Conſcience, you are of No- 
ble Blood, and in your Veins ſhould run a ſtream of 


virtue, that ſhould eee through your 


soul; Cardznig was your Fri d Hus- 


* 


my betrot 


* * 


* band, and in ſevering us, you do not only fix a foul 


ſtain upon your. Houſes, Honour, but violate the 
«Laws of all Humanity... ret 

* Fern. Why then let that moſt great and ſtrong 
* Omnipotence, that to my Fames Confufion, makes 
my Love, anſwer for all my Crimes I love Luſcinda, 
and tis in vain to tell me the Miſchiefs I have done; 
I know em ali; I Know I have been Treacherous to 
Cardenio; Falſe to my Friend, but. tas for Love os. 
thee, I own He a Letter in thy Name, which: 

caus d his ſad Diſfraction and Ruin, but thou werd 
ill the Cauſe; nay, more than thy Beauty, made 
me a. Traitor to an. Innocent. Virgin; forget my 
Vows, break all my Oaths and Promiſes, and leave 
her Pregnant, with Heart-breaking Sorrows, and 
Loye's dear Load; the Trophy of my Conqueſt, to- 
follow ſtill my headlong Fate and Thee. 

Luſcin. Oh Heaven, and can you own all thiswith- 
out a Bluſh, a Scarlet Bluſh, to ſtain your Cheeks for 
54 STE: 

* Fern, Why ſhould I deny it. I ſtill haye too much 
Honour to Diſſemble, Lve told. this Truth only to 
* Jet thee ſee, the Power of thy Attractions and my 
* Love, think what the Man would do for thee; 
* when. his, that could do all theſe mighty Ills to ger 
* thee ;. if thou. would | have me Virtuous, do buy 
© Love me, the. Miracle is wrought, for tis a Sacred, 

| TS Verity, 


- 


| Js | The c end Hitory Fan l 


© Verity, what Sins ſocer Loye drives me to commit 
thou art the certain Cauſe, and fince I know the 
© Scruple, whieh the Prieſts call peut, Ao A* 
© you Women,” more than Love or Fo rite. 
e Hand, and be this Ho my Wi 0 

8 N 


5 G Pg 4% a thoufand Deaths: rather than fal. 
ſify one Sacred Vow, or the leaſt Particle of Plight- 
2 ed Faith to my beloved Cardenio. 
* Fern. Keep then that Faith for him, give me but 
6 * the Reward, that my Deſire and Services deferve 
Land I'll be fatisfied. 
- © Duſein: Vile Wretch: would bon Alone me # 
Ern. Not I. by Heaven, your ſtubborn Obſtinae/ 
* 7 bn; Noiſe, theſe may ö Diſhonour Ye 
1 be as Secret as the Virgins Bluſh, t 


not I 
with a roſy Tincture paints her Cheeks, when trem- 
bling ſhe OS. 

Luſein. You will not Force me, Rath as you are, 
£ Young and Ungovernable, you dare not be ſo baſe. 


Fru. Oh thou needſt not fear it, thou wilt be 
© Kind; and give me no Occaſion; 1 maſt confeſs, it 
© 5 not with my liking bg to Cater for my Love as 81. 
tyrs do, Beauty's molt ſweet to me that's won with 
Patience, Heart-burnings, Dangers, Plottings, and 
| © Contrivances ; Il wait on thee, and watch thee 

into Yielding, tire thee with Sighs, and mould thee 
ſoft with Ki es, dreſs the dear Banquet with indul- 
„ triqdus Skill, that 1 may hereafter Feed with greater 
© Pleaſure. 

Luſcin. Come, come my Lord, let Reaſon take its 
© Place, and ler-theſe flowing Tears quench your hot 
Blood; remember who you are, what I am too, 
8 _ then you muſt do me Juſtice, - 

Wb Ern. And you muſt do it me, remember who thou 

© art, I do moſt ſenfibly, thou art mine by a double 
. Right by your Fathers conſent firſt, and next by 
fk Stratagem ; Lou Il Urge, perhaps Ou were betroth'd 
_ © ran: 


ir me rather. and Wei m to the 
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the! © of Providence, that gave thee Beauty to Delight 


f 


Part IL. of Don Quixote. 35 
t'another, fled to a Nunnery to perform your Vow» 
and I that forc'd you from it, act ſtrange Sacrilege * 
gut I, Fweet Creature, am not of that Opinion: 
Are thoſe dear: Eyes that warm all Hearts— with 
* Paſſion, that. lovely Face and Body, fit for a Nun- 
© nery ? Bie, Sweet, tis Contradiction to the intent 


and Love; 2 Air in two Days time would 
kill thee, make thy plump Youth lean as Anatomy, 
and Prayer would waſte thee into a Conſumption. 
© Luſcin. Ah! Never think to move me with your. 
© Fallacies, I'm fix d as Fate. 1, 2 Sas 16. 
Fern. "Twas Sacriledge to Love, not to have freed 
5 thee, and Treafon to my Self had not I Loy'd; as 
for the failure to my Friend, tis Trivial, when Beau- 
* ty Charms, Friendſhip avails but little, and I may 
think, had the occaſion offer d, Cardenio-would-have: 
done the ſame to me. F 
Luſcin. Oh no, he was too good, too true a Friend, 
© ſee me, my Lord, thus Proſtrate at your Feet; if e- 
ver Pity Lodg'd within your Boſom. If Human Na- 
ture, or the Senſe of Honour, have not quite left 
your Soul, and the Brute enter'd, by all the Sacred 
* Powers I do implore ye to defiſt from your bad Pur- 
© poſe, for be aſſur d, I never will conſent. C Luſcinda 
«x —_— ſudderr ſh 883 p Niels and 
„A Bolt of Ice, methonght thot through 1 * 
© my Heart: I'm cold, as if an ago Fit. had ſeiz d 
me: Hah, what am L doing? What lovely Tears 
are thoſe ? I find I'm but a ſqueamiſh Whoremaſter, 
I] am not harden'd enough to go through with r. 
* Ah! That ſparkling Glance has ſhot: new Eire agen 
into my Soul, and I would dwell upon this Breaſt 
for ever 3 oh thou Great God of Love, that Rul'ſt 
our Paſſions, Command ft our Wills to-baffle Rea-- 
* for, Honour; Virtue, Religion, Fame, and all Mo- 
« rality; influence her Bofom with thy hotteſt Flame, 
© and. let her feel thy Power. © - TT apply 
7: 553, 462 1 Dogan 21. 
; Doroth. I am come. D: - * Ma 


- 
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o 


Fern. 'Hah, — What art thou ? 


Part J. 


* *© Doroth. I am what — call'd for Love, or if yon 
pleaſe to have me uſe another Nomination, to ex- 
press all tender Attributes of Paſſion in Sorroys, 
e Sighs and Tears; I'm Dorothea. e BOT eee 
* © Fern. Dorothea, by Heayen tis ſhe dropt out o'th' 


e Clouds, I think, 


Luſcin. A very Angel, ſure, ſent to relteve me. 
Doro h. I am a Melfe 

* who gives you ſtrict Commands to Obey his Laws; 

and in a more efpecial Manner, Conſtancy for breach 

< of that his dreadful Vengeance, pnniſhes much more 


E than all the reſt 5 this I am come to tell ye. 


Fern. You are come very opportunely indeed, you 
-Have nick*d the time, that I muſt needs ſay. - 
D Doroth. Oh my dear Lord ! The Joy J have to ſee 
vou, exceeds my Sorrow to have heard what's paſt, 


r for I have heard it all. 18 


Fern. Why then you have heard enough in Con- 
© ſcience, a Plague on my hot Head, that cou'd not 
- < conſider the Inconvenience of a damn'd Inn, when 
a Love Intrigue was going forward fo then I 

know I muſt expect your Hatred. 


- © Doroth. Oh Heaven ! My Hatred; what for aſmall 


Frailty, a ſlight Forgetfulneſs, which all young Men 
have Naturally, when their Loves are Abſent, 40 
Remedy which, and to prevent ſuch Danger in this 
Diſguife, through Groves and Pla ins T ve fought ye, 
leſt Parents, Kindred; Friends, and all the World 
Saler. 
Fru. And now you have found me, ſhall J beg 
% .ò ¼ 96 2335s 260% 4 44 
© - © Doroth:. You may Command my Life. 
Fern. Tis this then to leave me Inſtantly. 
Doroth. Ah, that's not in my Power. till I am 
Dead, I'm bound by Oath; as you are, to. the contra- 
ry, but that Je en can hate you, is impoſſible; no, no, 
< my Lord, what would make other Women Loath 
and Deſert, has no Effect on me; what tho” I ſee 
. a | * e 


i L 


— 


enger from him you invok d, 
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© anguiſh for her Favours, it moves not me, I know 
too well my Power; I am as Fair as She, as young, 
« as Charming, Form'd for the Pleaſure of my deare 

Lord; Bleſt too with Virtue, Conſtancy, and Duty 
* equal to ber, or any of my Sex, and when he plea- 
« ſes, he'll return to me, in the mean time, I will 
© not grudge tlie Kiſſes he gives others, but Love him 


for my OWN. _. 3 
8 Luſi You ſhall have ſmall Occafien, Madam, to 
© Doroth. J know it Madam, for you are Wile, as 
© Fair, and know to. take anothers Righr's Injurious, 
this is my Lord, my Dear, my betroth'd Husband. - 
© Fern, So, now all's out, I never was ſo trick d in 
© all my Life, I know not what to fay to her. 
* Doroth. Madam, I hope you will not think me 


© Rude, if I deſire a little Privacy, I have a thouſand, 


« Paſſionate things to ſay, fit for no Ear but his. 
© Luſcin. With all my Soul... _-. . 5 
l 8 —Ts going, and he ſtops her; 

Fern. Oh! I muſt beg your Pardon, the Jeft muſt 

© not go ſo far neither. o 
Poroth. Nay, let her go, my Lord, am not J here, 


© the happy She that you were once fond of, What 


© can you ſeek from her, I cannot give it you? Re- 


member, oh remember the dear Hours, when with 


© tranſporting Paſſion you have ſued for ſuch an Op- 
* portunity, when every Viſitant was irkſome as a 
© Feaver, each flying Minute tedious, and too long, 
and all your Prayers and Wiſhes were Addreſs'd, to 


© invoke Night, that we might be alone, and can I 


© now be Troubleſome 2 


+ Fs. Ds death, I ſhall ne'er hold out, I find Im 
© ſoftning, her pretty. Pleading Eyes, and Charming 


Tongue melt, me I know not ox. 
© Luſcin. Bleſt Accident, theres pity in his Look, 


ſhe wins upon him. LAlide. 
* Doroth., Madam, My Lord has thought on't now, 
and you may Retire, if you pleaſe. © Ferns, 


\ 
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The Comical Hiſtory part 


"Mm thou provoke my An 
© Doroth. Not by my 
my Life to pleaſe xe. 
Fru. Too Credulous Fool, how couldſt thou be 
© lieve I world affront my Quality, dy mining with 
6 thy: Lowneſs. 
HDorurb. I was not baſelyBo#n, beſides, could boa? 
2 Nohle Value in my Face and Virtue, which made 
© Don Fernand think me worthy of him, and raiſe me 
to his Love, which while Life laſts 51 will prelerye 
"Fern. Why wile thou 24d to thy Miſery, by ob 
t to t ery, 0 
© ſtinacy, mw Creature, I ſhall kill thee. 
*::4--Doroth., Why then, no harmleſs Dove, or tender 
* Infant, will ys dye ſo Patient : Death I long have 
_ © Courted, and ſhould you ſtab my too fond Heart 
« © this Inſtant, you ſhould perceive me Smile to meet 
the Blow ; make me your Slave, put round my Neck 
© a, Chain, wear my Arms with Fetters to. the 
© Bone, torture this Body where your Image lies with 
Eruelties unpraQtifed, and what's worſe then all, 
t before my "ng Act Kindneſs to another. 
Tou are my Fate, which ſtill I muſt purſue, 
To ſhew the World what conſtant Love can do. 
Ern. And mighe Lehufe a Wife mongſt you 
« r Hoſt of Radiant Angels, thee I'de prefer before” — 
{ Riens 123 Embraces her. 
* Oh thou dear Charmer, thou haſt once more won 
* me, curd my dull sight, and made me fee my Fol- 
0 7 ſhot thy Perfections to my 1 ſo ſtrong), 
£ they ſhall 12 therefor ever. * 
_ *. Doroth. Oh killing Joy. | 
” © Luſcin. Ay, now-my Lord eee chi was 
© 2110 le Conqueſt ore your Paſſions. . | 
* Frrn., Ah Madam, tis with Shame I bend: my Knee 
to beg your Pardon forimy' Brutal Folly, 1 was _ 
6 og es Mad. 


19 £ Luſcin. Not more my Lord, you bare it, N 


— . 


Fern. Art thou reſoly'd to Ruin thy felf, dart 
Fiu, Heaven knows, Tae loſe 


1 
Sh 
pr 


2. 


© leaves him 


ie, TY he cole oy Ke EL 
« Doroth. 


if} SCENE II. Mountains and Rocks 
her. at the End of tbe Deep Gr ove. N 


Enter 4 Barber with a Buſon on's Head, and carrying Trim- 
ng, ing Inſtruments, followed by Don Quixote, and San- 
N cho mounted at diſtan de. i 
Barber Sings. Ith my Strings of ſmall Wire 
oV odsdiggers. —— This was 
Ia rare Contrivance to keep me from the Rain; the 
Knee Shower would have pepper d me elſe Faitnn. 
s In- Don Qu. Stand, Inſolent Knight, and yield tha 
‚ precious Helmet or thou dyeſt. 2 
3 Barber. Helmex, oh Lord, what d- you mean Sir, 
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Don Qu. That which thou beareſt Wretch, the Gol- 
den Helmet of Mambrino. 

- Barber, Mambrino, ds heart Sir, 1 e no ſuch Man; 
Lam a Barber Sir, and going to Trim a Gentleman i in. 
the next Town here, 1 never uſe 4 Helmet, this is no- 
thing but a Baſon, Sir.. 


— Bei ah, dareſt elt chou Dilpure, prepare 6 then for- 


the Combat. 1725 oes to thruſt at him. 
Barber. Help, Murder, Murder, 'heartliking's is the 
Devil in the Man. [Runs UR and let i the Baſon fall and 
Don Quixote zakes. it ug, 
San. Hey. day, R a Plage e are; ye doing now, 


z00ns Will ye Rob the elch ene 


Don Qu. What Barber, Ichead? Boſt not ſee the 
Treaſure I am Maſter of, for which: I've watch d ſo ma- 


ny Nights and Days, and aft reſoly d to 5 my Life 
| 7 Purchaſe, this is the precious Helmet of Manibrino, 
Ra 


ſcal; which Lhave. got as the Spoils of Victory, from 
the Renown d. Knight of the three Roſes. - . 
— From the Knight of the three Razors, you 
ve 1 
Don Qu. JI it not rare / Boſt not admire the Work- 


. : 
San. Why, troth Sir, the Baſon 1 muſt needs ſay is 


as clever a Baſon as a Man would defire to be Lather d 
n, but as for any great Workmanſhip that 1 ſee in 


the Baſon. 

Don Qu. Baſon, what Baſon Sore, Irell thee * tis a 
Helmet. . 

Sun. A Helmet, ha, __ ha, ha „ what 15 thisa Hel. 
met? 

Don Qu. A Famous one, and made of Spaniſh Gold, 
in Value worth a inge, only EY wants a Bea- 
Ver. 1 | 
San. only, you want Brains rather, Yau: ha; ha. ha, 

ha. And ſo this Helmet you ſay is all Gold. ſo, is it? 

Don Qu, Of pureſt Gold, -by Art too made Impene- 


| trable. 


"Sen, _ hay ha, ha, Veal, why chen 1 hes 
J 997; ere 


Fe 


— 
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Part I. f Don Quixote. 41 
where the Wind ſits, but of little medling comes 
great Eaſe, let not the Fault of the Aſs be laid upon 
the Pack. Saddle, every Herring muſt hang by its own 
Gills, and he that hears much, and ſpeaks not at all, 
is welcome both in Bower and Hall, and he that 
Don Qu. Da he that has the Tail and Cloven 
Feet, take thee for a Blockhead, art thou ſtringing 
thy Proverbs again, and a Pox take thee, without 
Head or Tail to *em, look out there, Polt, and ſee 
who's coming, if my Eyes dazzle not, here's an Ad- 
venture will give Occaſion to employ this Helmet. 
San. Pray Heaven we meet no more Carriers, my 
Bones ake ſtill with the laſt Combat of Honour, but 
I think if my Eyes inform right, here's no great fear 
a — theſe People are all bound to the Peace 
— „ ß ro, LO ae 
Enter Palameque,: Quartrezzo, Lope Ruiz, Martinez; 
Tenorio, and Gines de Paſſamonte, chain d as Galley © 


Slaves, with two Officers and other Soldiers Guarding 


the: 53-4; Ty 32} TO, 
Don Qu. Bleſs me; what Scene. of Cruelty is this, 


doſt thou obſerve how they have:Chain'd and Bound | 1 


* 


theſe honeſt People. | 1 
San. Honeſt People, what a Plague are ye Blind a- 
gain, Zoons! Don't you ſee that theſe are Rogues, 
Condemn'd for ſome Notorious Crimes, and fore d by - 
the King to ſerve in the Galleys. 5 
Don. Qu. Force, Sancho, the King can Force no Bo- 
dy, I muft Examine this. „„ 
San. Nay, if you come to examining once, here's 
le to be fine Werk 8 
1 Offic.. Pedro, go before to the Inn, at the bottom 
of the Hill yonder, and bring hither ſome Wine ank 
a Manchet, that we may Refreſh a little, the Heat of 
the Day and the Duſt havealmoſt Choak d me, & Exit 
Come you Sir Thief, of more then common? Pedro. 
Mark, what {To Gines.] are you Employing your Self 
about ? What are you gnawing of your Chain, hah. 
Gines. Gnawing it, why d'e make an Oftrich of me? 
De think I can digeſt Iron ? Confound the World, 
"I - vou 


- 


42 The bre Miſery . n 
now well 


Necklace | wear here, D pr yo Not be E "Ruſty ; 
TL ſhonkd trach yu another manner of Speech if my 
Ten Pickers were at Liber ne, tis well d 


_—_ theres no/tavre to 
1 Offic. Sirrah, hold your Torigue, and leave ſwell. 
any, raft I n, St. Andrews Creſs upon yeur Pate. 
D N. By this Man s inhumanity, Sancho, I do per- 
-xeive the! e Wrerches kavegredt necd-of 4 Aſſiſtance, 
<chtirefore — — free em. 
Wn yr tr ry for m Kniehtly b ne 
Don £ out r 7 Fu - 
to Succour the Diſtreſſed; hemp Kai more of 
=, I Fooleriss. | 1 welt thee Fl make them fre 
8 Air. 


un. O Lord, 0 Lord! 4 Why, 8 Sir, pore +" Fs 


o bene theſe R from the 
— us thi 


| Thnx 1. am dy —— follow me, I ſay 

_ Coura eouſly too, or by the Star of my Hopes, 
my faireſt eimu de Tobuſo, J 'Il ſpit thee ike a frog 
Fan. Oh what will become of me; ſheart, I ſhall 


ave tha t grim Fellowes Sword in my Guts within 


this two Minutes. 
Don . Captain, as 2. Knight-Errant, on whoſe $:- 


cred Office depends the Laws ef executing Juſtice, and 


tonſequently to be well informed in the Cafe of the 
Alice, I requeſt toknow the Reaſon why theſe Men 
are carried thus 3 for, if my ſudgment has inform d 

Jour t, tis much againſt their Wills. | 
c. Againſt their Wills, Sir, why troth, I think 


2 need no great Diſpute to be made of that ; ] 
Auppoſe, there are few Malefactors ſo very ſtout-heart- 
| ed to go to the Gallies with their own conſent. | 


Don —— Sir, your Anſwer is Ingentous, 


ud 1 beſeech you therefore, give me leave to add 1 


Atle to this 0 * GY WW from W 


ws „„ 


SE ˖ . T . 


_ you paſs on further, the Nature of their ſeveral 
1mes. . "5 | e 
San. So, hes got into his Examinations, and the 


Devil can't hinder him. 1 
1 Offic. The Nature of their Crimes, ha, ha, ha} 


Viewing Don Q.] What has he got on his Head there, 
a Baſon ? Who the Devil is this Scare- Crow, I won- 


= 


_ der ? A Man would take him for one of the Knights 


of the Round-Table, if *twere not for his-Brazen 
Head-Piece there [efide.] The Nature of their Crimes, 
ha, ha, ha, ha, why Faith, Sir Knight, or Sir Errant, 
or what you pleaſe to call your ſelf, I'm not at Lei- 
ſure to give you a fix Hours Information of their ſe- 
veral Affairs; but if you think fit to take a brief Re- 
lation from themſelves, there they are, I ſhall have 
Patience till my Comrade comes, and ſo yourServant, 
good Knight of the Baſon ; ha, ha, aa. 
Don Q. Captain, your Courteſy obliges me. Well 
Friend, { ToPalam.] What adverſe Planet, or odd turn 
of Fortune has made thee wear that Collar, hah. 
PHUMM L406, S597 EEE | 3 
Don Q. Love, can there be ſuch Barbarity in Nature 
to Chain the Brave, and make em Slaves, for Loving: 
Heavens, I my ſelf had been long fince in th' Gallies, 
if Love had been a Crime that could Condemn me: 
No, no, dear Brother, ſet thy Heart at reſt, whilſt 
there's a Lover's Arm. and Conqu'ring Sword to ftrike 
in thy Defence, for this thou ſhalr not ſuffer. | 
BE Coe: [E mbracing the ave. 
Palam. Ay, but good Sir, your Patience, my Love 
was not the ſort that you Conjecture, for you muſt 
know, Sir, I was in Love with a Parcel of Gold Plate, 
and that ſo deſperately, that hugging on't too cloſely, 
had not the Commiſſary took me napping, I believe 
we had joined Affections till this Hour, - 
Sun. Look ee, Sir, the Lover there has open'd his 
Caſe very plainly, He that handles a Thorn ſhall prick his 
Fingers; your dear Brother has told ye he's no better 
than a Thief, in few Words. 2 | 
Den Q. The Function diſcovers Wit in't however, 
N 2 Blockhead, 


— 
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Blockhead. And Hiſtory tells us, ſome have made 
themſelves great by't, the Wiſe Lacedæmonians had 
none but Thieves in their Privy-Council ; but let 
that paſs now. My young Stripling, what ſay you 
to th Matter? How came you ſtrung here ? What 
brought your Neck to th Yoke? [x Lope Ruiz, 
Lope. The King's Evil, sir. e 
* Q. How ſo, can the Law puniſh thee for a Diſ- 
eaſe. . 7s . 
Lope. No, no, Sir, want of Money and ill Friends, 
that's the Evil I men. 
Don Q. Gad thou'rt in the right, Brother, that's a 
King s-Evil indeed. a 5 
San. So, that's his Brother too, he'll pick up a 
World of Relations amongſt theſe honeſt People. 
Lope. My Fault was nothing, only a flip o'th 
Tongue, a little Perjury or ſo, but having no Mo- 


ney, and a damn'd Covetous Lawyer, that would let 
no Man Swear falſly but himſelf, I could not get it 


off, ſo was ſent hither. | To | 
Don Q. *T was hard, troth Brother, but come, to the 
next in Order, what ſays your thoughtful Neighbour 
here, what's he in for? u Quartrezze. 
Ausart. Why, for a few hot Words the Law call'd 
Treaſon, I hate the Government, and I ſpoke my Mind. 
Don Q. There's a brave Fellow for ye now! 
Sun. Oh! A very brave Fellow indeed !— Damn'd 
Rogue. I warant ; the Gallows groans for him. [ 4j{de. 
1 Offic. His Brother, there too, has the ſelf-ſame 
Kidney ; there are not two fuch Traitors in all Spain. 
Don Q. Gad, a mettled Fellow that too, I warrant 
him, and who knows but ſome Villainous Lye of ſome 
Court Pimp or other has brought him into this Con- 
dition. Gad, I have ſeen many a Prieſt that has not 


Raad ſo honeſta look. —© 


San. Nay he's an extream honeſt Perſon without 
doubt Oh Lord, now do I begin to Tremble. 
Don O. But come to the Text: What ſays my old 
Friend here? What unkind Star? What ſtrange Ma- 
Asyolence brings that gray Beard to this Calamity / 


Part I. 


of Don Quixote. 43 

Thy Aſpect does ſeem Wiſe, and I ſhould gueſs thy 

Occupation has been Noble too. e 
Tenio, It has, Sir, and moſt Ancient: I have been 


now this. Fifty Years a Bawd, but that brought 


me not here, Sir; *twas fooliſh Curioſity to know 
Simples, dealing in Herbs, Wax, crooked Pins, and 
Needles, which the Vulgar ſaid they found -in Sheep 
and Children; this brought me hither. To be plain, 
Sir, I am hamper'd now for Witchcraft. Ds 
San. Oh! A ſmall Matter, a thing of nothing. 
Don Q. For Witchcraft. Umph ! Twas there then 
the Devil ow d thee an ill turn: Thy Bawding Trade 
was honourable enough; great Miniſters and Court- 
Matrons have been Bawds ; the Occupation is of An- 
cient ſtanding. But now to th' laſt; here is, me- 
thinks. a Fellow that has a written Volume in his 
Face of Actions wonderful, chain'd more too than 
the reſt: The Reaſon, Captain? ö 2271 
1 Offic. The Reaſon: Why. the Reaſon is, becauſe 


that's the very Devil of a Fellow; his Name is Gines 


de Paſſamonte, a moſt notorious Villain, that has done 
more Miſchief alone than all the reſt hjave; and, be- 
fides, ſo plaguy ſtrong, that we are not ſure he's faſt 


enough, for all he's chain'd ſo. | 


Don Q. Faith he's a fine Perſon to look on, hisFace 
and Whiskers wou'd become Knight-Errantry extream- 
ly ; pray look up, Sir, and as the reſt have done; be 


pleaſed to tell me how the Gallies chance to be Ho- | 


nour'd with your Company. | 


.  Gines. Oh, Sir, for that your humble Servant; tis no 


new thing to me, they have been honour'd with that 


before now, Sir; Iknow how the Water and Bucket 


will agree with my hot Stomach. ” . 
Don Q, What! For ſome Duel of Honour, I war- 
rant; ſome Governors proud Nephew kill'd by thy 
Noble Hand. „ 4 $18" 
Gines. No, no, Sir, my Hand was employ'd ano- 
-ther Way ; I 


time, for raviſhing my Siſter : Confound the World; 
I lik'd her, and there's - End on't, _—_ 
" : San. 


was Condemn'd for ſeven Years the firſt 


1 


_ 
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San. Oh! There's another very honeſt Fellow too. 
Gines. And now I'm going thither for Robbing 2 


Church: I had Occaſion for the Plate and Ornaments, 


to-raiſe ſome Money to buy my Whore Petticoat; 
and, juſt as I had got*em, the Devil ſent the Prieſt to 


ſtop me; but I ſoon Gagg'd and Hamſtring'd that 


poor Fool, fonght through the Town, and, had not 
a whole Troop of Dragoons, that were by chance a 


Muſt'ring, fall'n upon me, 1 and my Purchaſe had 
been now at Liberty. 


San. Very good: Did you never hear of a thing 
call d Conſcience, pray Friend ? 


Gines. Conſcience ! What's that, the Itch? I had 


it when I was a Boy, I remember. 
San. O Lord, Conſcience the Itch !— 

damm d Son-of a Whore'for ye. 

ſo then I warrant, honeſt Gines, you wou'd Fleece 


Here's 2 


me too upon occafion, were you looſe, and I had a | 


good Booty? 
ines. No, no; thou lookſt too much like a Thief 
tby ſelf, thou ſhould'ſt paſs free; we aways ſpare 


Don . Ha, ha ha, ha. bs; there's for you, Bufle 3 by 
the Honour of pen brokbery thou deſerv'ſt thy Free. 
dom, if twere hut for that Jeſt— Give me thy Hand. 

Gines. I have uſe for them; but theres my Foot at 


| your Servi. ; pt { Ricks him, 


Don Q. Oh, lery thed Mercy, 1 ſee thou art Ma- 


| —_—_ but Hit don't be Angry, Friend ; hark 


22 whe 't fay1 now 15 I ſhou'd Wes thee thy 


— a. 

Don Q. Why ſos? 

inen Becauſe an ImpoMbility offer'd by 2 Fool, 
deferich no Anſwer from a' Wiſe Man. 

San. Ha, ha, ha, ha, there I think, Sir, your Bro- 


ther Gines was even with you too; 


Don C. Thar thou ſhalt ſee preſently. and whether 
to our Profeſſion any thing js impoiſible. Sir Cap- 


| * [ have wich Care Examain'd all your Tem, 
: an 


[Afde. And 


Part I. of Dan Quixote. &F. 
and find tho' there are feverat heinous Faulis com> 
mitted, for which the Law. ſhou'd puniſh. em, yer 
the main Stroke of Juſtice. belongs to Heaven ;. to 
Heaven's Vengeance therefore let us leave em. And 
fince I am by Qath, baundꝭ to relieve em, as Wretth- 
es and Diſtreſſed, et me. intreat you, as «;Duſpect 
to me. to give em Liberty. | 

1 Offic. Liberty + What a Plague, would you have 
me ſet the King's Priſoners at Liberty 2: *@ons,. wha- 
would be mad then ? No, no, good Sir Frrant, march 
on your Way, and ſettle your Baſon right thera 
os WET Kings Priſonersh That Tow! # good one 

*Fait 
Don Q. Your Pate ſhall want 4 ab Captain 

Scoundrel. ¶ Knocks him down and diſarms him.] Run, 

Sancho, and help Gines3 now. peerleſs Dulcined, aid 

thy Knight; unfetter Gines, dear Sancbs. 
San. Now cant I deny him for the Soul of me; 

tho Heaven knows what Miſchief will comes ont. 

Here Sancho trips up another's Heels, 3hen r + 
then they all releaſe one anothen,; then they trip the Ca * 
tein, whoruns F. Then enter ſecond Officer wizbWine 
Gines ſeizes it, ftrips him, phrews- all phe reft down on 
one another, and beats em. 

2 Offic. Oh, the Devil i What's hers te de! Tres. 
ſon, Treaſon; Murder, Murder. 

Don Q, Now let che World declare, -wkethir 

Knight-Errantry is not the Nobleſt of all Sciences ! 


Stents about. 

Sn. Or, therher Noble Squires of Knights-Errants 
ought not to be Earls and mn of Iſlands! 

| . Stents about. 

omnes. Huzza, Liberty, Liber > ſel to the 


Noble Knight-Errant, Liberty, Lib b 
Gines. Thanks to our Noble and Vall pe Redeemer; 
here's to his Health; and, Brother's let's entertain 
him with a Song, Confound the World. Dear Re- 
deemer, we are no more Nogues chan the reſt of Man- 
kind; all the World are s, and deſerve the 
Galley s as much as We. Come 3 Song ed that 
Purpoſe, — E 4 SONG 


The Comical Hiſtory 
| SONG. | 
Win ho World firſt knew Creation, 

A. Rogue was a top Profeſſion; 

when there were no more in all Nature but Four, 
There were two of them in Tren{greſſon, 

And the Seeds are no leſs, ? 
Since that you may gueſs, | 

But have in all Ages been growing apace 3 3 

There's Lying and Thieving, 
Craft, Pride, and Deceiving, 

” Rage, Murder and Roaring, 

EReaßpe, Inceſt and Whoring, 

Branch out from one Stock, the rank Fi ces in in Pogue,” 

And make all Mankind one ns __ } 


— 


View all Humane ne 
Tou'l ind in every Station, 
Lean Vertue decays, whilſt Intereſt len, | 
W ill Genins of the Nation. £3765) 
All are Rogues in Degrees, e Aci 
The Lawyer for Res, | 


The Courtier Le Cringe, and the Alderman bee, 5. 


Ihe Canter, the Toper. 
The Church Interloper, | 
The Punk, and the Praftice of Piety Groper 3 3 


tes” © o 


But of all, be that fails, our true Rites 20 maintain. 
Hol deſerts the Cau, Rojal 15 eepef i in a L 560 


1 
kt that t te mend the Matter, 
Made Laws to bind our Nature, 
Shou d have found a Way, 
wd mae Wills Obey 
wy baue Mode'd 4 "the Creature 
E the Sauage in Men, 
*4 4276 in N,, 
| uw highs of Co of Co e 
Here's Preachin Praying, and Reaſon aying, 
Det Brother wit i Brother, 15 Killing and "4 8 
Then blame not the Rogue that free Senſe does enjoy. 
2 Mu like Log, «nd * he n ** 


Part l. 


1 
nement now „ Reigns art 's begen : 5 


Don 2 


4s 2 


„ oo Of at wy | hopes — 28 WA 


kt I, 


2 


5 


part J. of Don Quixote. 49 
Don Q. I do Acknowledge, Sirs, your Muſical Cour- 
teſy, and am well pleas d to ſee your Gratitude ; yer 
one thing more I muſt enjoin, without which the 
reſt appears as nothing. 8 5 
Gines. Any thing: Confound the World; dear Re- 
deemer, command any thing. 3 
Don Q. Tis this; that you all, loaden with that 
Chain. from which I now have freed ye, go inſtantly 
to the great City of Toboſo, and there, before my Mi- 
ſtreſs, Dulcines, preſent your ſelves, letting her know, 
her Beauties Slave, Don Quixote de la Mancha, has ſent 
you to her to enquire her Health 
Palam. Toboſo. | 1 

Sem nets Coon non 

Mart. Enquireher Health! 3 
Gines. And how far is this Toboſo off, good Sir? 

San. Not above a thouſand Leagues; not very far; 
tis a very pretty Meſſage truly. „ 

. Gines, Confound the World, d'e know what you 
ſay, Sir, to defire us to go a thouſand Leagues? 
Oons, we muſt hide our ſelves in the Mountains here- 
by, for fear of being taken; we muſt ſhun all Roads 
A e ae OY ann 

Don Q. How's that ? Dare you diſobey my Com- 
mands, Raſcal ? Ke 5 18 8 
_ Gines, Raſcal ! Keep good Words in your Mouth. 
De hear Friend, we are no Sheep. 8 

San. Good Sir, come away whilſt you are well; 
. Gines has Miſchief in's Heart, I ſee by's 

ooks. _ Was | I 
15 We can't go to Tuboſo, not we, that's in ſhort, 

night. F 5 5 

Gines. No, Knight, we'll go to no Tobofo; if you 
have a Wench, there, and any News for her, you 
may ſend it by your Booby there; we thank ye for 
your Kindneſs, but ee ee 


- 


Don 2. But -Ungrateful slave, I'll make thee 
go thy ſelf; and like a Cur too, with thy Chain be- 
5 7 thy Legs. Fall on, Sancho; let's chaſtiſe theſe 
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San. Oh Mercy en us, what will become of us now? 


Wanne ſets upon em; run to à he 
. e and ock both bim ind ncho down 


beat em. 


— Come, Sirs the Coaſt is clear, now lers 
 OWay 


Sine. — ne, Boys, Tu carty ye where y n 


To a plump Doxy here hard by of mine 
in cher your Hearts with Kiſſes and good Wine. 


FExeunt. 


The End of the Third 48s. 


ACT w. 


vom L. The Mountoin | of 8. 


erra Morena contin es. 


von Quixote and Sancho e, * ng en th 
: _ 


! 


inten bon 
Son W art e 7 aur 
, yes, upona Down- t vernour 
28 Ree] ſee here, eres d at his BER thanks to King 


moſt Iny incible Arm, only with ſome, Iwo or Three 


Hundred Bruiſes of State upon his Bones. I have got 
my Earldom, and a load « Honour now, or or elſe the 


Devil's in t. 
e, Sencho, I ave often told thee, theſe 


Dan. 
Süsel he Look Chivalry cannot always be of one Degree 
or Value; fo; that tho naturally, as it may Happen, 

that a Kingdom or à Continent may drop into 3 
Knight-Errant's M outh, and an Farldom - or a. Pro- 
. vince into his Squire's ; ſo ſometimes too they may 
Fhance te to meet with, Carriers Packſtaves, Giants like 

Windmills, 


| Part 1. 
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7 Windmills,” Thumps with Stones, and the like; nor 
are they to grumble or repine at the variety of Acci- 
dents, becauſe they are liable to our Profeſſion. 

San. Profeſſion! Oons, yours is the Devil of a 
Profeſſion, befides all your Accidents, I mean your 
ill ones (for good I deſpair of) are, a plague ont, 
all of your own making. Would any one with an 
Ounce of Brains, after ne had miraculouſly done ſuch 
an Exploit, have pretended to force: thoſe rude 
Rogues to go a Thouſand Leagues off, upon a ſleeve- 
leſs Errand to the Devil, to Tuboſa ? — I know 
not where. Ah. N 4 
Don. Q. Very well, Sencho, talk on, talk on, the 
ſmarting of thy Bones I do perceive has made thee 
ſharp and witty. 2 [San. grins at him. 

gan. Come, come, Sir, Brabling Curs never want 
ſore Ears: Tis but an ill Proceſſion where the De- 
vil carries the Candle: He that ſpeaks does ſow, and 
he that holds his To may reap. I think I pay 
dear endugh for't if ] do talk. : | 

Don, Q, I confeſs thou haſt Reaſon, as I have, to 
KW rifenfirg but who could expect ſuch Ingratitude af- 
the ter ſo good a Turn 3 
| San. Who; *Woons! Who could expect otherwiſt 

from ſuch honeſt People; Han't you heard often e- 
ens, nough the old Provetb, Sade 2 Thief from the Gallows, 
and he ſhall be the firſt to hung ye —— Ah, plague of 
your Brethren, your Brother Gines of Paſſamonte, the 
Devil paſs him, has made me black and blue on my 
left Side here: But let it go, the Governour will be 
wiſer one day. | — 

Don. Q. If a deſponding Puppy were fit to make a 
 Governour of, I ſay that for thee, Sancho, thou wouldſt 
make a rare one: But come, I'll not anger thee now, 
becauſe I know thou art in pain; prithee come hi- 
ther, and ſee how many Cheek-Teeth and others 
they have beaten out here, for it ſeems to me that 
ro- my Mouth is quite empty. e 
ay San. Ay, there's ſome other part of your Head 
ike I empty too beſides your Mouth, if I am not * - 


5 — 
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But come, let's ſee O monſtrous! here's ſix Grinde 
wanting on one ſide: {Peeps in's Mouth. ] Oh unfor 
tunate and deplorable State of ck ck tha 
wander over Mountains and Valleys, committing 
Omicils and Slaughters. not heeding the Sun, thi 
Moon, nor the *Clipſes, or the wild Campaigne 
tho* never ſo Eſtill for the reward of broken Teeth 
and Bruiſes. | | £775: Ig 
Don. Q. Oh Profanation to all Learning and Li. 
ences ! Omicils, Clipſes, Campaigne, and Eſtill, for 
Homicides, Eclipſes, Champion and Sterril ! Be dumb, 
thou Earth-worm, or ſpeak in thy own Stile, on paint 
of Annihilation. A plague on thee, thou counfound. 
ed Prevaricator of Language. ([Cardenio Sings within, 
San. Why then, in my own Stile, for you knoy 
well enough that I'm no Schollard, I believe here's 
another Adventure ceming. and I hope *twill end 
better than the laſt, becauſe it begins Mufically. 
Don. Q. Ha! who have we here? | 
232 enters in Ragged Cloaths, and iii. 
| Z ? wild Poſture fings a Song. 
Apt en ha = {Then Exit, 
| AC OSS WE::; : 
IE: the dreadful Engines of eternal will, 
L The Thunder roar, and crooked Lightning Kill; 
My Rage is hot, as theirs, as fatal too, 3 
And dares as borred execution do. | 
Or let the Frozen North its rancoun ſhow, 
Within my Breaſt far greater Tempeſt grow; 
-Deſpair's more cold than all the Winds can blow. 


> OS SG nSutUthSJI 


Can nothing, nothing warm me * 

Tes, Lucinda; Eye; | 
There Etna, there, there Veſuvio lies | 

-Fo furniſh Hell with flames, 5 
Wat mounting reach the Skies. 


— 2 


Te Pow'rs, I did but uſe ber Name, 
And ſee hom all the Meteors flame 
"Blew Lightning flaſhes round the Court of Sol, 


8 K wh 


And 


art 

Tinder 
unfor 
? tha 
nitting 
n, the 
pa1gne, 
| Teeth 


1d Sci. 
ill, for 
dumb 
MN pain 
found. 
within, 

know 
here 


ill e 
y. 


And it 


Exit. 


/ 
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ad now the Globe more fiercely burns, 2 
Than. once at Phaeton; fall. N 


þ! where are now thoſe Flow'ry Groves, 
where Zephir's fragrant Winds did play? 

uarded by 4 Troop of Loves, 
fiir Lucinda ſleeping lay; 


I | 


the 


There Sung the Nightingale and Lark, 


ground us al was ſweet and gay; 
Ve ne er grew. [ad till it grew dark, 
nor nothing, fear'd bus ger ning day. 


8 
B 


Glow, I 1 but tis with bare, . 


by muſt I burn for thiKingrate 2? 
Cool, cool it then, and vail, 


Since nothing will prevail. 
When « Woman Love pretends, 


115 but till ſhe gains her ends, 
And for better, and for worſe, 

is for Marrow of the Purſe, 
Where ſhe Filts you o'er and over, 

proves 4 Slattern or 4 l hore. 


This hour will tei xe and vex, 

And will Cuckold ye the next : 

They were all contriv'd in ſpight, 

To torment us, not delight, 13 

But to ſcold, and ſcratch and bite, 

And not 'one of them proves right, 

But all are Witches hy this light : 5 
And ſo I fairly bid em, and the World Good night. 


Don. Q. By the Matter delivered in this Song, I 
perceive this poor Gentleman's diſtreſs was occafioned 
by Love; therefore tis fit I fellow and relieve him. 

San. You relieve him! *Sbud, why, don't you ſee © 
the Man's Mad; how the Devil can you relieve him, 
unleſs you could give him Phyſick ? Pray, Sir, hold 
your ſelf contented; you may be a good Knight-Er- 
rant, but for a Brain-curer, the Lord have mercy up- 
on ye, . | Don Q. 


4 The Comical Hiſtory Patt! 
enough to fathom the depth of my Underſtanding 


man; but hang't. the Devil is not always at one doot 


Don. Q. Thou art a:Clod, Sencho, und halt not Sou 


but know, thou Lump unform'd; that our Profeſſion 
extends to aid the Mind, as well as Body; were n 
as Mad as Ajax, or that ſtout Peer of France, Orlani 
Furioſo, with one hours Conference, Fd make hin 


ſpout Politicks with a Secretary of State, Law with y* 
à Judge at the Aſſes, and Theology with à Cow L 
cation of Biſhops, therefore follow: me, and saddle Fl 
Raſinante immediately, for I intend to overtake hin 
and then thou ſhalt ſee this done in an inſtant. Fe 


| | (Exit Don Quy, 
San. I ſhall ſee my ſelf well htaſh d agen, I belieye, 
and ſo tis likely will end the Ad venture of the Mal. 


He that is in, is half way over, there's no help for't now, 
I muſt follow him, tho my Government come at 
laſt to be no better than to govern a Herd of Cat- 
tle; Well, He that blows in the Duſt will make himſeſ 
Blind; and If it were not for hope, the Heart would break, 
there's Three Proverbs left yet to comfort. me. 
| ; [Exit after bin 
Enter Don Fernando, Lucinda dreſt d lie a Nun, Doro. 
thea in her Shepherdeſs Cloaths with Perez and Nicholas 


Dorot h. Can you then be ſo good ? Do I not dream 
that you have repented of your late unkindneſs, and it 
now reſolve to own poor Dorothea. $4706 

Don Fern. The Reſolution is as firm as Fate; thou'rt i c 
now my own for ever. | il 


* * 


Lucin, Bleſt Accent ! And now, my Lord, I honour 


'ye: This was a noble Conqueſt o'er your Paſſions. 


b 
Pere x. Tis Great and Worthy, like himſelf. t 
Don Fern. Ah! Madam, tis with ſhame I bend my f 
* 
I 


Knee to beg your Pardon for my brutal Folly : But 


III retrieve my Credit by my new Service, in preſent- 
ing to your Arms the wrong'd Cardento. IE 
Lucin. All Honourand Happineſs attend your Lord 
ſhip; and pray Heaven we may find him quickly: Ob 
how I long to give that Heart a Remedy that loſt I 4 
its Peace for me! - | Peres 


- 
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Perez. He cannot be far off; for, as the Shepherds have 
directed us, yonder s the Rock wherein he ſleeps by 
Night, and where tis likely we may find him. | 
Nichol. And did they ſay Don Quixote was here too? 
Perez. Both he and Sancho: Therefore, my Lord, if 
you are reſolv d to further the Contrivance 1 lately told 
ye of, and do un Act of Charity, by getting the poor 
Lunatick Gentleman home to his Houſe, this is the 
Place and JunCEture.. 8 
Don. Fern. Moſt willingiy, and will make one my ſelf: 
For the Scnce well acted, muſt needs create Diverſion. 
Come, my ſweet Love, you muſt have your part too. 
' Perez, Oh! my Lord, ſhe is to be the principal Ac- 
treſs, and we have a Dreſs ready for her: She's to per- 
ſonate the Princeſs Micomicona, Queen of the Great King- 
dom of Micomicon in Ærbiopia; who being depos d and 
driven from thence, by a monſtrous Giant call d Panda- 
flando of the dusky Sight, comes ſome three thouſand 


Leagues to the famed Don Quixote to redreſs her Wrongs, 
and re-inſtate her: This Plot will, doubtleſs, draw the 
frantick Fool from theſe wild De ſarts, and we ſhall ſhare 
the Mirth. Þ © | EET 7 
Dorotb. Ler's about it preſently : And for. your Prin- 
ceſs, let me alone to divert my deareft Lord here; you 
ſhall ſee me att it like any Player. 


Don Fern. Ha, ha, ha, ha; I ſhall die with Laugh- 


fs, and ing I'll be ſome Don to uſher in your Majeſty. 
Nichol. And I'll be your old Squire to introduce your 
thou'rt i coming: I have the 'Lail of mine Hosk Mare to make 
Jme a Beard ſhall reach to my Knees. . 
nonour i Don Fern. Twill be rare Sport; my Servants ſhall all 
ſions, If be diſguis'd too for the Buſineſs. Come, Madam, pray 
f. de merry with us, all will be well; I warrant ye, we 
-nd my ſhall ſoon find your Love Cardenio, and cure him of his 
y: But Frenzy: I have already ſent for a Doctor, and given or- 
reſent- ¶ der what to do; and, Madam, doubt not but you ſhall 
| meet with Joy. 5 F ; P39 
Ir Lord- Licin: Heaven, grant we may; let me but ſee Cardenio 
ly : Oh once more mine; I'll envy not the reſt of the World's 
at lot Ml Pleaſures. hy [Exeurt. 
Pere 8 | 


Ente: 


2 — 
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Enter Don Quixote, Cardenio, and Sancho. 
Carden. You' much amare me, Sir, in this wild Deſan; 
a Place that only ſuits the Miſerable, where People ci. 
vilized never inhabit, to meet ſuch Courteſy as yours, 
Don &. Sir, Humanity is one of the beſt Rules of my 
Profeſſion; and I ſhall be highly pleas d, if my good 

Fortune has led me to be any way a Means that 
contribute your Satisfaction. [Salute here. 
Carden, Your Perſon I am wholly a — to, and 
cannot but admire ; why, in this Country, ſo bleſt with 
Peace, you practiſs Arts of War, and travel thus in Ar. 
mour: But, rhaps, there's a Secret in it not proper for 
my Knowledge; I'll therefore ſtint my Curioſity, and 
beg you, if you know where there is wy Thing to drink, 
to give a little to aſſwage my Thirſt, for in this flender 
Interval of Senſe, I can make uſe on't ; but if my Fit 
ſhould take me, as at uncertain Times it often does, all 
Charity were loſt, _ 5 8 

Don 9. Run Sancho and ſearch the Wallet; there is, 
think, ſome Wine, bring it hither preſently. 
| . [Sancho fares at Cardenio, 
Sancho. Why, here's another of the Starving too; a 
Kaight-Errant, I warrant him, by his Tatters: What a 
devouring meagre Look he has Sbud, he makes me 
hungry at the very Sight of him. - ©: 5. Bail 

Carden. And now to ſatisfy your Curioſity, Sir, of 
knowing what I am, and how-I came thus wretched: I 
will relate my Story, but with this Condition, that you 
will promiſe me upon your Honour, during the Time of 
telling, not to interrupt me, nor by a Queſtion or Con- 
tradiction ſtop me; for if you ſhould, my Accident of 
Madneſs would return, and I ſhould then 1 Things Ex- 
. travagant. e 


Re. erter Sancho <vith Mine. | 

Don & Oh! fear nor, Sir, you ſhall find me more at- 
tentive: Come, fill a Cup, Sancho: Here, Sir, here's 
x0 your beften Farnrane. {4 -] fo. 
Carden. May yours be happy, Sir, with perpetual Bleſ- 
fings, whatever becomes of me. 7 
Sancko. Why then, by my Governorſhip, I believe this 
. E - Jun 


| 
] 


for 


re is, 1 


rdenio, 
too; 2 
What a 
kes me 
Exit. 
Sir, of 
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at you 
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y Devil, my Maſter, can conjure in good Earneſt; 
to my ning the Madman talks as wiſely as any Bi- 
ſhop of em all already. [Cardenio drinks, they ſit down. 
Don 9. Now, pray begin, Sir, I am filent as a Dor- 
mouſe ; fit down Sando 88 | 
. Carden. , Know then, good Sir, my Name's Cardenio, a 
Gentleman of Arragon, well deſcended ; who, from my 
Childhood to my Riper Years, liv'd with Credit and Con- 
tent unparallell'd, till Love, that fatal Bane to humane 
Happineſs, ſubdued my Senſes to bewitching Beauty, and 
forced my Soul to doat upon Lucinda, a noble Virgin of 
unmatched Perfection. | 
Don 9. Hum, hum, hum. 


[Don Quixote makes Signs of applauding 
EY ? | bis Story «vithout ſpeaking. 
Sancho, Come, Sir, Sorrows is dry; and before you go 
any further, here's your Lady Sindy's Health. _ 
| [Drinks, and fills to Cardenio. 
Don Q. Peace, Blockhead ; or if you muſt be mannerly, 
with a Pox t' ye Do it by Signs as I do. 3 
„ Don Quixote ſeems to threaten Sancho. 
carden. Take heed, good Friend; pray remember the 
Conditions. Sir, I lov'd her, and was lov'd with that 
Succeſs, nothing was wanting but the happy Day, to 
Crown our Wiſhes, which was at laſt appointed. * * 
Don. Q. Hum, hum, hijm. | [Mattes Signs. 
| Carden, And becauſe Love's beſt Guard is Secrecy, I 
truſted -my Affair only to one, the Son of a Grandee, his 
Name Fernando, my Youth's Companion, and, as I 
thought, my Friend: Him I entrufted witli my deareſt 
Treaſure, and in his Honour thought my ſelf ſecure. 
Don. Q. Hum, hum, hum. | 3 5 
Sancho. Hey, hoe, hum. [Drinbs. 
Carden. But ah, let none depend on th' Hearts Sinceri- 
ty, becauſe the Face ſeems nel for ſome few Days 
after, Lucinda having a great Wit and Genius, and one 
that ſtill delighted much in reading, I ſent to her by my 
falſe Friend Fernanda, a fooliſh Book of Chivalry, call'd 
Amadis du Gaul ; not that ſhe valu'd it for the Contents, 
for ſhe had Senſe to know *twas all ridiculous, the Ex- 
_— ploits 


. 
* 


„ 
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ploits of the Knights-Errant, all Romantick, and their 
Whole Volumes filled with lying Fables. But 
Sancho. But! A plague on your Buts, — [Don Qu, he 
You have done your Buſineſs: Gad'zooks, farts and 
here will be Murder preſently, my Mafter Fares] 
will tear out the Soul of him, if he ſpeaks a Word more 
-againſt Knights-Erran rn. 1 
Carden. But that before, we had a rallying Argument 
upon a modern Madman, call'd Don [Don Q. frown:.] 
we, a ſtrange whimſical Monſter, in which I affirm'd, 
That the Bright, Renowned, and . Peerleſs Dulcinea, 
fam'd Miſtreſs of that fooliſh frantick Ideot, had once 1 
Baſtard by her Apothecary. © * . 
I [Don. Q. riſes ſuddenly, Sancho tremble. 
Don. &. Oh Fire, and Furies! Oh ſhame to Arms and 
Sancho. Nay then, the Storm comes with a Vengeance: 
Fire, Fire; Murder, Murder 
Don 2. Am I a Knight, and hear this helliſh Slander. 
wake, Don Quixote, thou ſleep'ſt, awake 1 fay—— 
Hark'e, doſt hear me? Madman, Fool, or Devil, it thou 
hereafter dareſt but move thy Lips againſt fweet Dulcinea, 
or but ſo much as Name that curſed Pothecary with 
Peerleſs Dxjcinea, or think of any of his Tools, or Im- 
plements Storax, or Savine, get thee each Day a 
Heart, for I will be as cruel in the tearing it, as is that 
abhorr'd Tongue, that flanderous Viper, in poy ſoning 
the Fame of Radiant Dulcinea. —— 5 
ere Card. throws the Wine in his Face ſuddenh. 
- "&xncho. So, there's the firſt Gun, the Broad - ſide's com- 
ing, here will be deviliſh work between the Two Mad- 
men preſently. „ Og EE 
. Carden. The Rack's a fooliſh Torture, Phal- [Carden 
- Zaris Bull, or the Tron Wheel of witty Diomſi- fats into 
xs, that were proper for him — Hah ! What bis mal 
art thou! the Traitor Fernando And thou art Fit. 
his Catamite, his Pimp, art thou? Io Sancho. 
Sancho. Not I, Sir; I'm none of his Pimp not I. 
Wonld I were a Mouſe for two Minutes, ſo I had but 


| Cer a Hole to creep into. 13 


Sir: *Tis an old 


. 


unk. of Don Quixote. 

Carden. — I now had thirty Rows of Tecth, or 
were an Eagle with an hundred pair of Claws, that. 
might tear and eat this Traitor, Traitor. 

bra Dan nd Sancho, throws: em doaun, 
aud kicks em, and then Ex. 
Dor. g. Obs, 2 Dalcinea del Toboſd, pardon my Negligence, 
] beſeeck thee; I had forgot to invoke thy 
when firſt I.coſe this Morning, and ſee what comes. on 
— is the Madman gone, Sancho. 

gancho.. Tes, yes, and wonderfully recovered-; you 
have been as good as your — yon have cur d bim 
a Miracle. Whether he ang gy Politichs like a Stele 
man, or Law like a Kaen e: bar becker ä 
ud cuff like a Denil, ON OP  [Weeps. 

Don &. A Plague of his mad Pate, the ft was & little 
too * gone upon him. 

Sancho. A Plague of Ra of Radiant Dulcinea, I fay, would 
the 'Pothecary had poyſon'd her; or would her Nurſe — 
bad drown'd her — l her Ciadlc — With a Water of her 

own making -— rather than mg... Bones had been con- 
cern d about her, or her Ba either. But come, 
better le e een Lim 6 y d now to retire he Time 
from this High-way to Battoons and Bruiſes, and viftt 
my Wife and Children a whilft I | can make ſhift 
to crawl to 'em; for to that Scantity of Traveling my 
Squireſhip has brought me. [Sancho ſpeaks ſobbing. 

Don Q. Wilt thou then Jeave nie, Savucho ? , 

Saxcho. Leave ye? ay, and tis high Time, 1 think, 
, The I 55 5 to — ber hurt: 
Farewell Knight-Errantry i And to begin to get 
rid on t, there Sir ·.— theres the dugeon Dagger you gave 
me, the Ruſt upon t has kept it warm and quiet Be- 
ſides I never ſhew'd it the Sun to tan it, not I: There's 
the Murrion too, that did Service at the Siege of Galleita; 
this Jerkin likewiſe, that has defied all Weathers; pray wy 
give em your next Squire,” t t with ſome hard 


Cruſts- here to keep his Testh going, - left he forget to 
uſe em: Theſe, I think, e d oa 
Page, and ſopart fair. 


* "Tis very well, | 


"Ex Sancho? | 


— — 
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Sancho. As for the Government of the Iſſand * 2 
miſed me, e en let that hang a drying a little, — 
more able Earl than I to manage, for I am ſatisfied 

That the Hen Iays as well upon one Egg as upon mam; = 
| ſeveral come for Wool that return born; ſo much thou'rt worth 


dt thou haſt, and ſo much thou baft e Worth. | 
know you don't like my Proverbs, 
as long, Better play n too little; a good 


but now tis as broad 


Pay- maſter needs no Surety: And my Grannum us d to 
ſay, the Teggs carry the Belly, and net the Belly the Legg: , 
and there's an end ont. 

Den ©. Oh Pox ! Nay go on, go on, thred * em, 


em, away with em, take thy Belly fall of of Proveth at 


ing however, but remember this, when 1.I am an 
| nth Dogbolt. 

Sancho. An Emperor, ah! Cad fave your hot head, 
you had better go home along with 150 and en to yu 


; * 


Don. 9. "Tis very well, Clodpole. 
> Enter Nicholas, diſguiſed b 3 Beard: 
- Nicho. Know thou moſt doughty and renown'd Knight- 
Errant, that I am call'd the Squire of the White-Beard, 
Servant to the mighty Princefs Micomicona, Queen of the 
at Kingdom of Micomicon in ZXthiopia, who, by the 
Fame of thy moſt noble Deeds, has travell'd * her 


Country to this Place, to beg a Boon of thee; and now, 
behind yon Buſh ſhe ſtands on Ny" and begs admit- 


tance ro 8 lordly Preſence. _ [Boeving, 
Don 9. Friend, goand tell the een, Dont Quixote at 


| her Service, and will attend her here — hum, hum, 


| [Looking ſcornfully on Sancho. 
Sancho, How's this ? A great Queen — from her 
Country to beg a Boon of him; 'sbud, if this of 


the Beard ſhould Truth 58e T have made a fine 
Buſineſs ont. Zookers, here ſhe comes as fair as a 
Cherch Saint, as bright as a Cherubin ; sdheartillcing 


I ne er ſaw ſuch a Creature in my Life. 


Enter Don Fernando leading Dorothea as the Princeſs M. 


comicona, with a Retinue oth: Servants dreft after the 
. Mooziſh 1 ion. | [She Kneeks. 


Den & 


Part I. 


worthy Servant ; nay, I beſeech your Majeſty. 


F Don Quixote. 6 
Don 2 By the Honour of Knighthood, Madam, tis 
too much, your Greatneſs muſt not kneel to your un- 


- 


Doroth. Thrice Valiant Knight, thou Flower of Chi- 
valry, Soul of true Lovers, and Quinteſſence of Courte- 
fie, I've ſworn to live for ever in this Poſture, and make 


my bended Knees one Piece with the Earth, unleſs you 


grant me the Requeſt I come for. 3 
Don. Q. Madam, I'll do it whate er it be, therefore 
pray riſe, let me but know what Miſcreant has wrong d 
ye, this powerful Arm ſhall thunder in your Quarrel - 
more ſwift than the hot bolts that ſplit the Clouds. 
Don Fern. I ſee, moſt Renowned Sir, loud Fame has 


done you Juſtice in ſounding: through the World your 


Courteſie. 


. Doroth. Aſſur d of this, I now may riſe with Comfort. 


 [Refes. 
Enter Perez. 


perez· All Honour to the blazing Comet of Knight- : 


Errantry, the Roſe and Tulip of Fame and Fortitude, 
my Noble Country-man Don Quixote de Ia Mancha, the 
Report of this great Queen's coming, being ſpread al- 
rady through our Neighbourhood, ſo far increas'd my 
Joy and Wonder, that I could not contain my ſelf from 
ſeeking you out, and being an Eye-witneſs. ER 
Sancho. Ay tis ſo, I am utterly undone, a moſt miſe- 
rable Rogue; ſtay, is there no way to Rigg my ſelf 
without his taking Notice. -  _, | 
| 3 [Sancho ſtealt on his Things again. 
Don. Q: I am glad to ſee your Reverence well, good 
Mr. Curate, and would entertain ye longer, but that I 
thirſt to receive the 0 an T. . 
Perez. The Trick takes rarely I ſee. LAfde. 
Don Fern. As we could wiſh, but how thrives our Af- 
fair, have my Seryants found Cardenio,  . _ 
Perez. Juſt as I came hither, as he was lying faſt a- 
ſleep under a Cork-Tree, he was very unruly at firſt 
he being overpower'd by Numbers, they ſoon bound 
him, and carried him to the Inn you order d. „ 
Don Fern, And has Eycinda ſeen him. 
ain r W 
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Perez. Not yet, I have advis'd the 3 till he has 
taken rhe Medicine the Doctor order d, and ſleptupon', 

Don. Fern. "Tis well; in the Morning I my ſelf will 
be his Doctor; at preſent let's mind the Game on Foot. 
Diorob. To be brief then, brave Sir: In Zthiopia, when 
the Sun ſheds his ſwarthy Influence, making my Na. 
tives all of Sable hew, as 1 been, had not Rog 
Charms of my kind Father, wiſe Finacrio, hindred it in 
thoſe Dominions : You muſt know, I'm call d TI'n 
call'd — Moſt rous Knight: — I ſay I'm call'd 
O Heavens ! the 7 my Griefs hinders my very 
Speech! What, am I call'd quickly, dflife I've forgot? 


* 


© * Perez. The Princeſs Micomiconaa 

Doroth. Im call'd, the Princeſs Micomicona, ſo nam'{ 

ow the Kingdom of Micomicon, late left me by my Fa- 
ther. : ; 

Sancho. How proud he looks already ? There's ſome 
reat Honour coming to him, I ſee't in's Face : —0 
og, Dog, Sancho! don't you deſerve to be Hang'd ? 

Doroth. The good old King knew by his Skill in is 

gick, what would befal me after he was dead, how Par 

daphilande of the Dusky Sight, a horrid brutal and mil 

ſhapen Giant, ſhould trear of Marriage with me, which 

refus'd, ſhould then make War, and drive .me-from my 

Kingdom, to relieve'me from which Diſtreſs, he told 

me at his Death that I muſt Travel into Spain, where! 

Mould happily meet with a Knight-Errant, the Honour 

of his Country, and that Order, the Valour of whoſ 

Arms ſhould kill the Giant, and preſently reſtore me to 

my Kingdom; which Knight muſt be your ſelf, to 

whom (my Father has comm̃anded me) after the Giant's 

Death, if you think fitting, to give my ſelf in Marriage, 
and male you Monarch of Micomicon. © W 

Don. 9, Oh Madam, your Father was too gracious, 

— what think you now, Hog-grubber, is Knight 

Etrantry worth chawing, hab?: —— Which had I bet- 

ter do now, be an Emperor, or $0 Home and mind the 

Ploughmen, umph, Jolrhead ? x Sancho. 


* 
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Sancho. Ah, dear Sir, conſider no Man is born wiſe ; a 
Biſhop is no more than another Man without Grace, and 
rod Besding, Alas, I confeſs my ſelf a Booby, Sir, a 
Fearfal Scoundrel : There's my Head, I beſeech ye Sir, 
break it acroſs, or if you pleaſe to Honour me with a 


Doren or two of Kicks, Sir, I ſhall think my ſelf highly 
obliged, ſo you diſſwade your Anger, and fo 


ive me. 

- Nicho. Her Majeſty I hope remembers likewiſe that the 
miſe King to reward my Fidelity, when this good Knight 
had ſlain Pandafilando, gave charge to make her Suit to 


"him, that I might be an Earl or Governor of ſome 


Sancho, You an Earl! hark'e Friend, Slow Fire makes 


ſueet Malt. There may be more than one Egg in an Hen- ; 
Rooft. If you meddle with my Mouth, I H ſnap at jour 
ſelf; whata 


fingers; d'e ſee, therefore look to your 
Plague, all is not got by wearing of long Beards. 


Don. 2 No, no, Friend, you know you muſt go vi- 


fit your Wife and Children. 1 
Sancho. Ah Sir, if you mention that, you ſlay me, — 


you flea me alive. Alas, Sir, I dare as well hang my 
ſelf, as go home- without my Government ; my Wife, 


and the young Cockatrice my Daughter, now I have put 


this laguy Counteſs-ſhip into her Head, will worry me 
if I fail her. PE 5 3 | 
Don. O. Well, Vermin, for ſame good Service paſt, in 
Conſideration too of ſome late Drubbings, I will once 
more take thee into Grace; but if again I catch thee 
Grumbling, thou art no more my Squire; there. are 
others would be Earls too, you ſee, Sancho, i 
Sancho. What, that dry old Kex ? Gad Fd have throt- 
led him with his own Whiskers, if he ſaid. three Words 
more. But come, tis well enough now; and ſince 
we are reconcil'd, as ſoon. as ever you marry that deli- 
cate fine Queen there, my Ifland will be within an 
Inch of me in a Twinckling.  _ 3 
Nicho. T ſhall laugh out. I'm not able to hold. L Ade. 


Perez. Was ever Fool ſo tranſported.! [Afiae. 
Fern, Huſh ; ook Cave; his Mafkcr turns this way. A. 


' — 


„„ 


1 The G Eliftory : | Fan 


Doroth. You 2 rais d me from the loweſt Vale of Sor. 


row, to the higheſt Mountain, Sir, of human Happi- 


neſs : I am all Air methinks. Let Muſick ſound ther; 
and let my EL Slaves begin a Dance to entertain this 


Wonder 5 Knight-Errantry. Dance bere, 


Sancho, This will I make Pp Black Subjects do every 
Morning to divert me. — I'll ing a Song that was made 
at Tereſa's and my Wedding, — her Majeſty may know 


my Parts. [Sancho ſings 4 Song, and then dances .. 


8 ON G. 


"Wes early one Morning the Cock bad juſt crow'd; 
ng hey ding, hoe ding, langtridown derry; ; 
My 9 n on, and Face newly mom d, (Berry. 
with a hey down, hoe down, drink up * brown 


9 


LY 


The Sky <vas all painted, no Scarlet ſo Red, 
For the Sun was juſt then getting out of bis Bed, 


When Tereſa and I went to Church to be ſped, 


With a hey ding, hoe ding, ſhall I come to Wooe thee; 


Hey ding, hee ding, will ye buckle to me, (ding, 


. . Ding; ding, d ing ding, ding, derry, derry, deny 
ding, d ling, ding, + bo langtudown derry. 


tr Pu wt s air av Lu bad bo ui, 


Sing hey ding, c. 
And ber ſmall Ferret Eyes did lovingly Squint, 
- With a hey down, c. 
Tet her Mouth bad been damag'd with Comfits and Plumb, 
And ber Teeth that euere uſeleſs for biting ber Thumbs, 
Had late, like ii Tenants, forſaken her Gums, ( 
With a hey ding, hoe n 1 . 
But when Night came on, and awe both were a Bed, 
Sing hey ding, &c. 
Such ftran . done, there s no more to be ai; ; 
with a hey down, S . \ 


Next Morning her Head ran of mending bet Gun; 3 


And mine was plagu d hot to pay Piper a Crown, . 
Aud fo wwe roſe up, the Jon Fools ⁊ve 1 down, 
— * hoe ding, & 


| Doroth, 


Part I. e Don Quixote. 65: 


Dorot h. This is unexpected. EG 1 
ppi- Don 2. My Squire, Madam, honeſt and truſty, but 
ere 5 Wnc great Head- piece. | + 6 | 
this Dorotb. He has perform'd to a Miracle, and I reſolve to 
bene. do him Grace, . xKiſſes ber Hand. 
very san. Now Spawn of old Father Time, let me ſee your 
nade Beard, do as much. = 3 
now W Nicho. Her Majeſty values me more for my Head than 


Don Fern. Madam, you muſt needs have heard of the 
enowned Sancho Panca; his Fame ſounds almoſt as loudly 
as Non Quixote's; this is the Famous Squire, Madam, 


bat by his Maſter's Side defies Battoons and Clubs, 
erty. whoſe Back and Sides, both black and blue now, wear 
OWN the honour'd Drubs. | oy N 


San. That I do by my Faith, Madam; which, if your | 
| N will give me Leave to ſtrip, you ſhall ſee if you 
pleaſe. ws 1 "721 d 


thee; borotb. 1 know him now, he's juſt the =y Perſon my 
ling, rather once deſcribed, who I remember alſo was ſorry 
deny for a Misfortune which he knew by his Art had happen'd 
3 o him, which is, that Sancho's married, to whom Fa 


ad been obliged to give one of my Maids of Honour. 
San. Why then the Devil take all ill Luck ; now I ſee 
that old Saw is true that ſays, Every Man once in his Life 
vill find a Minute to crrſe his Marriage. If I had not been 
yoked now to my Blouze at home, a Pox take her, I might 
have had a May Lady, a Yirga tacta, with a Head as gaw- 
y as a Tulip, and a Shape as ſlender : Odzookes, I've no 
Patience to think on't; I'Il go and hire ſome Rat-Catcher 
to poy ſon the Cups and Diſhes at home: Who the Devil 
Would loſe Preferment for the Sake of Two-Penny-worth *' 
of Ratsbane ? i | | ant 
Perez. In troth, my good Friend and Neighbour, honeſt. 
tancho, J am ſorry to hear this; for as I remember, tw 
Ny Luck to give Tereſa and you the Bleſſing. 
7 San. A plague on your Bleſſing; I perceive I ſhall hare 
Poccaſion to with you hang d for your Bleſling: _ — 
; 2 Finiſher of Fomication, good Conjunktion Copu- 
oroth, 8 G Nich. 


, 


Nicho, The profane Wretch.defames the Holy Ordinance 
of Martiage, and ought-to-be preſented to the. Inquiſition, 


Perez. 1 reverently of our Function, Sancho, ox] U. 


excommunitate you the husch. 
Sum 1 care not; I ſhould loſe nothing by it if you 
Mould, but my Nap in the Afremoon. 


Dorot h. Is your Valour, Sir, at leiſure to begin the Jours 


3 towards the Giant? 


Madam, I am. .de a Word with thee: T've; 


x ering on this Adventure, and muſt confeſs, tho 


may 4 yer my Head tuns more on Honour 
methinks, or Cardinal; I'm for 


Eccleſiaſtical a 
ſome grave and ſoli Dignity that tends towards Religion, 
San. Religion! Oh Gadzooks, Sir, never mind it; Take 
Care of being Prieſt-ridden, good Sir, whatever you do, 
unleſs you have. a Mind to l n Dominions aſſoon 


Z as you come to em! 


I muſt reflect upon' t. Now Madam, pleaſe y_ 
Majeſty fo \ſr forward. 
Lead me where e er you gg dis till my Du 
Po right a Lady s Wropggnd fight for Fame andBeauty, 
Don Fern. Long live the — and incomparable 
Knight, Don 2 Exit Don Cr Xote, 
v7 jar Dorothea, and Fernando — 


pPerex. How T'admire his Portitude and Virtue wel 


Neighbonr, what's your Buſineſs. -. - 


. EPerer.gomp out, Sancho fps han 


San. why, look'ee ee Neighbour, het Iwiſht you hang d 


juſt now, twas only in my Paſſion, die ſee, and never 


the ſooner for a haſty Word—you know; and therefor 
becauſe I know you can * 11 male bold 
— Favour of. 
Well Neighbour, tho you were a little hard upon 
be TreRhood; t becauſe I know 'twas done without 
— Intention of Harm, I 11 pais it by for once; cone, 


what i ist? 


Jan. Why, you muſt Me that my Maſter, Don Quix- 


_ ofe, is Juſt now breeding a new Maggor in his Pate, not to 
be an E but a Pope, or a Cardinal: And if fo, 
| any Preferment's gone again, for I am wholly unfit for 


The Comical Hiſtory Part | 


rad 


— 


BI. FTC ASA WS 


part I. 


- of Non Quixote. 67 
any (what de call it) Ecclezaskical Dignity, becauſo I 
am a married Man; and for me to be every Foot hunting 
for Diſpenſations to enjoy Church-Livings, were to pound 
a Snow-ball in a Mortar, with Deſign to make Powder 
ont; therefore I would deſire you as his Friend, to ad- 
viſe him to be an Em 


make an Angel of a Governour, but I ſhall be a very 
Devil of n 
Neef. Tos thts * Have'T taught thee u ſecond Time 


| vilifyin the Church ? Nay-nowW 1 the ſhall know 


it, and the Maid of Honour be min 
Il about it 1 7 1 brad are a e indeed. 


1 Will DIED oa — 71 ry ave a Tuft 
ou firſt faith; 1 ye mark d to the In — 


50 ever. How now! awhiat a Plague b Bee 1. 
Heyy — nd — it 


or & avon Service: 


Beard {Sancho gves to tate him 
F. a5 Snakes do their Skin? day; who the Devil 

have we here? our merey Neighbour « wer! Tounſman Mr. 

Nicholas the Barber? 

Nicho. Thie Planets have decreed it=Sword, [8taves as 
if mad.] Fire, Rtin, Plague and Delolation. Woe be to 
Sein! the Fatal Beard ts fl. Erie Nicho. 

Perez. I muſt ſecond the Barber er Wis A didnt will 


——iſcoyer us——{ Aſide. 1 The great Eclipſe i is coming; 


Dooms- 22 too is near. Woe, woe to Sdain | the fatal 


Beard is [Exit Perez. 
San. The Beard is off indeed, and as cleverly as the 
Wearer himſelf could have haved- it: But what this is ta 
$þain, and Eclipfes, and Dooms-day, there I am rd 
7 "The Beard has diſcovered tlie Barber, and if the 
rber don't diſcover the Trick of the Inchanted — 
I hall begin 'to fear there's ſome 
neſs; I knew him for an arch Rogue when he was. at 
home, and therefore doubt him the more now; . 1 
muſt after him and know the Truth==——Byt ſtay 
—— Dram of Conſideration. Friend 9 — 
et me _1ec 
The Fortunes of this Day ay are worth. tepeating TT 
My Morning n was a luſty beating; 5 
G 2 My 


peror by all Means, that I may have 
an Office proper; for to ſay the Truth, I may chance to 


Trick in the Buſi- f 


— 
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Ny Nooning Time, more lucky tho by far, | 3 
Cramm'd then with Hopes to be a Governour. 
But now, this 5 Whim has chang d it ſo, 
That what I am, Plague take me if I know ; 
Whether an Ear], fit to wear Pearl and Ruby, 


Or Sancho, as I was——a Country Booby. [Exit 
The End of the Fourth AF. 
ROI ELIE IE APES 
| n 
SCENE I. The Ordinary, 
| Enter Femando and Lucinda. 3 
: Fernand. . g dreſs d, and ready to come out; the Doc- 41 
tor tells me too my Senſe is perfectly u. MW th 


covered, the Phrenfie being only continued by Colds and MW kr 
ill Diet, the Medicine has taken Effect, which, aſſiſel rel 


by his gentle Sleeps, have quite reſtor'd him. We 

© + Txicin. The Sorrow and Diſtreſſes he: bas ſuffer'd, har fai 

chang d him ſo,.1 fear he has forgot me. I. 

Fern. Never fear it, Madam —Lleie he comes, pray fe in 

"iy there till Lam teady for ye. [Exit Lucinda. ſti 
Enter Cardenio new dreſ d. 


Carden, M Lord, it ſeems I ſtand indebted to you for 
Courteſies relating to my Health of Brain and Body, but iſ be 

my wounded. Soul, in its moſt dear and tender Part, my m. 

Love, ftabb'd by your Falſhood and unnatural Cruelty, W fo 

ſtands yer unſuccour'd, that is, unreveng d; therefore 2 

I muſt thank ye for the e Sword for th'other de- fa 

mands Satisfaction. [Cardenio draws. MW ne 
Fern. Hold, pauſe a little; The ſacred Blood of Friends 

is of more Value than to be ſhed raſhly without Debate fo 

or 3 What's your Quarel to me? 

: bring me not to N Fit again, from Le 
 . hence I'm juſt reliev'd, by ſuch a curſed Repetition. n. 
Iucinda! think on Lucinda. 
uae Well, II PO the reſt 1 know I | took her from fe 


Carden 


cinda. 


u for 
„ but 
„ my 
uelty, 
ore as 
r de- 
raaui. 
riends 


ebate 


from 
irion. 


from 


xr den, 


part J. of Don Quixote. 


Carden. And canſt thou hope to live. [Cfers to fight» 

Fern. Hold yet, and hear me ſpeak : "Fwas my reſift- 
leſs Love, not I, betray'd thee ; the God of Amity op- 
pos d in vain; all the ſoft Bonds of our endearing Friend- 


| Hip, were ſcorch'd and burnt, by her bright Eyes, to 


4 1 5 | 4 
Carden. I'll hear no more; defend thy ſelf, or die. 
| | FL [Cfers again. 
Fern. T will not fight with thee. Is this obſcure Cot- 
e a proper Stage to drink the Blood of Friends? No, 
If reſerve it for ſome Amphitheatre, that when we play | 
the Prize for fatal Beauty, no leſs than thouſands may ad- 
mire the Action. | 1 — 
Car Away thou Trifler, T am loth to call thee Coward. 
Fern. I believe thee, and know thou canſt not do it with 
a ſafe Conſcience ; for I, too often in our Days of Friend- 
ſhip, have proved my ſelf ſo contrary, that well thou 
knoweſt I fear thee not, Cardenio; no, the Reaſon why I 
refuſe is—I have wrong'd thee; and by my good Will, 1 
would have my Blood be the laſt Means of giving Satis- 
faction; — I charge thee firſt mark my Propoſals: 
I took a Lady from thee—Well, to attone it, here is one 
in Exchange, whom if you uſe ill, or with undecent Ob- 
ſtinacy flight, we then muſt fight indeed. Ho 
=> l! brings in Lucinda veil'd. 
Carden. And ſo we muſt, Sir; your Women ſhall not 
be your Bucklers long —Hah!—This is a Face indeed that 
my Heart bows to, whoſe Eyes, tho guilty, are too fierce 
for mine. : [She unveils and embraces him. 
Lucin. My dear Cardenio, I am thine for ever; cheer th 
ſad Looks, and ſmile with Joy upon me; for Fate 
never, never part us more... 24-2 
Carden. Oh thou ſweet Viſion, get thee from my Sight, 
for I muſt love thee, tho' I know thee falſe. _ 
Lucin. By Heaven I am as true as Truth it ſelf; the 
Letter thou receiy'ſt, was none of mine, but of Don For- 


nand's counterfeiting. A 
Carden, Hah ! What is't I hear! Don Fernand's counter- 
feiting ? | 


Fern I muſt confeſs it was, Sir; for which Lask your 
| | Pardon ; 


. ˙—˙——— , a SS ES — — — o 


= — — — — 4 — 
P > *. <0 { 
1 &- TR? +..." * * 2 
K 1 . 82 * & = OY, E 4 => y 
4, 5 bh - a p — 
q—ↄæZY2—œVSʒw —4⁊ ⁊² W/v— — aro PRE 4 * 2 
* . cigars! wut — An. ng 
* = TIP" \ 
Fl 


on, check 


30 The Cmiral Hiftory Parl. 


Patdon; AI. headlong, raſh, and moſt ungovern d Paſſi- 
at no Crime, chat would indu my-Wiſh- 

es: This caus d her Flight into a Nunnery, from whence 
I forced her, and had no doubt proceeded, had not my 


Onardian Angel, my dear Dorothea, prov' d my 9 *. 


nius to prevent my Miſchief. 
Enter Dorothea. 
enden Oh Heaven is this Dorothea! 

Lutin, The very ſame, Sir. N 
Fern. Let this attone then for my be ol "hav, 
ſurrentler back this precious Jewel, Fright and unſullied; 
and for my Sin in ſeeking to corrupt her, with Shame and 

Sorrow once more beg your Pardon. 

. *:Cardein. My Lord, you' ve done me Juſtior; and Ithank 
ye. Oh my fweet Life! I ſhall grow wild with Joy, ſuch 
- vaſt Content crowds in, I cannot bear ir. * Madam 
How ſhall I tepay your Gdodneſs too [o Doroth. 

Doruth. Let me de happy in the uml my Lord 
and you, I then am overpaid. 
whats * this declare e willingneſs I have forge 
at's: pa 
Fern. "And this mine we will de Friends wor eren 
. r 3% FIT Le — 
. — enn Roe Nietiolas. . $644 
——— Oh, _ ag: and worthy. Friend, 1 am thy 
3 and Ten benni 

Perex. are, Sir, 1 m Duty, rtily 

1 to — my Diligence ſo well faceded. And now if 


| —.— to change the Scene, and Bien our ſelves a 
"Jiftle 


Diverſion; there s Matter worki Nin, will oc- 


[ eRofs it Fm five, © Wins in 


Doroth. Ha, ha, * * — Banebo 4 told tis 
MNaſtet, Tſuppoſe, the Accident of the Beard 2 
| Nicho. Yes, and in the horrideſt Fright you ever kiew; 
he is now with him; thi Rogue begins to ſtumble upon 
dur Comrivance of the Princeſs roo, Madam; Mo chat we 
muſt ſet more Wheels a-going. 
Fernan. But prithee how wilt thou tope upon him non, 
bor he muſt needs know thee now thy Face is bare? 


Perez. We'll make him believe * all Things are go- 


verned 


EF. ECS, 


S , 
' — 
© > Mu ho ty 


1 
as i * 
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part IJ. of Don Quixote. 7 
verned by Inchantment. The 1 has provided 
half a doren merry Fellows, with Magicians and Devils 
Vizards, ſuch as are uſed in Carnaval Time, with other rare 
Anticks, and all to aſſiſt in the Frolick. He alſo has a rare 
Contri vance to catry him off, which is, a great wooden 
Cage, in which two Eagles formerly were kept; the Uſe 
of it, if you pleaſe to be preſent, you Il ſe with Satisfac- 
tion; and if you can laugh, you'll haveCauſeI warrant you. 
Nicho, Your Lordſhip: muſt take no Notice that you 
know me, but look and-ſpeak as if yon nei er had ſeen me. 
Fern. III warrant thee, my merry Face-Smoother,  Fll 
Doroth. And to confound Sancho tlie more, Uil go to 
his Maſter preſently, and preſs him to go on with his. 
Journey towards the Giant. . . 
Perez. TIl wait on ye, and ſecond what you ſay. 
Nich. And then come I inchantſ . 
bs We muſt be Spectators of the Sport too, one way 
or other. eee a n 
Carden. Oh, that may be eaſily done; and to help for- 
ward with the Jeft, I'll go and act the Part of an Inchan- 
ter, and aſſiſt in the Song. I long, methinks, to ſee-this- 
ſtrange Knight-Errant, for I remember him not; tho*. 
once in my Diſtreſs, Im told I met him to his Coſt. 
Fernan. Ha, ha, ha, heard indeed you ſwing'd him 
once confoundedly. But come, prithee let's make Haſte 
to him, and ſee this rare Performance of Inchantment. 
Doroth. "Tis Time we were there. Come Uncle, you 
are to ſecond me. ö Exeunt. 


SCR MB. AI. The en ib obe Tow. 


Enter Don Quixote and Sancho avith the Beard. 
Don 9. © Hou tel ft me Wonders, Sancho. ES 
I San. Strange; and true, Sir—There's the 
Beard, and within is tlie Barber; Jam ſure theſe Eyes faw 
him; and I think I know his ſniveling, Sheep- ſtealing Phiz 
too well to he miſtaken in him. 410 E 

Don 9. I am not a Jot the more of thy Opinion, be- 
cauſe thou ſay ſt thou haſt ſeen him; for, Sancho, T am 
ſatisſied thou canſt not ſee. 1 San. 


* 


* 
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Don &. No, thy Senſe is often blind-—thy Reaſon al. I 4h. 
ways; beſides a thouſand ſtrange Defects brood in thee to be p 
clog thy Underſtanding. F 
San. Very good: Well, will you do me the Favour to ing, 
let me feel then, if I can't ſee? Will you let me be ſen- I, 
ſible of the Daſh in the Chops, that damn 'd Squire of I chat 
the Horſe-Tail gave me before I unbearded him; I hope I 
may with ſome Aſſurance ſay I felt that, mayn't I? 
Don Q, Why, according to the Stoical Philofopher—no. 
San. No? Gadsbud, what a ſtrange Kind of a Creature 
141 am I then, that can neither feel nor ſee! But whatever you. 
. ſay of my Underſtanding, I'm ſure I know this, That 4 
FI Man's Life is a Winters Day, and a Winters Way : A Cudgel RWupo! 
WH that bruiſes, is a Thing that contuſes: I have a ſore Place D 
+ _ here in my Shoulder, occafion'd by a Stone from one of 
1 the Galley-Slaves, ſhall make me believe I can feel, what- 5, 
| ever your damn'd Stockick or Philoſopher, with a Pox YY —1 
to him, ſays to the contrary. © - 25 
Don 9. I tell thee, Clod-pate there is no Certainty in 
Nature; ſo that if thy Noſe were battered flat with a 
Smith's Hammer, or thy Head opened with a Cliurch 1 7 
key, ſo that one might ſee thy Brains, thou ought'ſ not Erant 
unlearnedly to ſay, thy Head is really broke, but that For © 
thou ſuppoſeſt it to be ſo. „ 

San. Ah, the Devil take your ſuppoſe, will you make D 
me mad? Won't you let me feel I am beaten, when the Rer. 
Cudgel is upon me:? nor ſee that the ſham Squire you- Ftreac 

17 der, is that. cunning Rogzze, Nichclas the Barber of our that 
9 — Town, that comes to pur a Trick upon ye? and that the Iblaſ 
11 Beard you hold in your Hand there is a white Horſe-Tail were 
5 ty d on to play his Prank in? 5, Maſ 

Don 9. Why Faitli as to the Beard, it may ſeem to you 
thee a Horſe- Tail indeed, as I confeſs it does to me; but of) 
tis Obſtinacy to be poſitive int, becauſe thou know t D 
too well how theſe Inchanters perſecute me. | 


* * C 4 
e er Eros . 
x 


San. Ah plague, nay, if that Whim poſſeſs your Brain fairs 
again, you will find a Number of Inchantments within Spee 
yonder: There's your Lady Mi/riſoma, what a Devil de mer 

call her, is as much a King's Daughter too, as I am Þ D 
"a WS... I a E 8 Knight 0 W 
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1 al- de may dance a Jig in her Dominions as long as 

ee to be pleaſes, for all your ProweG: for Curioſity tempting 
me to peep through the Key-hole of a Door this Morn- 

ur to Ning, who fhoutd I fee, but your chaſte, delicate Myfiſo> 

ſen- Ina, ſting in the Lap of the young S_ Spaniſh Don 

re of I chat _— with. her, ani clinging as cloſe as two Faces 

wo Me 

> Hae this 10 excommunicated Raſtal dar t 

no. — ont che Queen? 

gan. Queen! Oons, what een? tis a hopeful 


ture 
you. Ithat will let one of her Subjedts ruffle her like a Bulker 
at a Win a Bawdy-Houſe. 'Sbud, I ſaw- him bruſh: his Whiskers 


udgel upon her Face twenty Times one after another. 

lace ba ” 2, Oh flanderous Pallets, thou haft liv'd 100 long. | 
xe of [Beats bim. 
hat- San. Oh, good Sie, Mercy, Mercy, I may be miſtakeri 
Pox do bur ſuppoſe I ſaw all this do but ſuppoſe it, Sir. 
Don O. Suppoſe this then too, Raſca— to confirm ye. 
y in : {Beats him. 
th a Nuuter Dorothea | 

rch — Hold: thy dead- doing Hand, moſt Noble Era 
ant: Wonder of Wonders! What Empire's Revolution, 
or other Accident of vaſt and mighty Mothent, could 
ou the Anger of the great Don Srixote? - 

Don Q. That Rat, thi Vermin there, that but for rhe 
Reverence I bear to your Majeſty's Perſon, my Foot ſhould 
tread into-his primitive Clod; amongſt his Fellow Worms 
that there inhabit: Would you believe it, Madam? the 
blaſphemous Varlet had the Impudence © to tell me you 
were no Queen! And that you are as familiar with 5 
Maſter of your Ceremonies, as if he had been pri- 
your Intellect, and had got ye an Heir to the Kingd on 
Dt Micomicon. © - 

' D6r0th. Oh! I forgive him freely; his Error, no doubt, 
is caus d by ſome THiiſton, that often happens i in my Af 


rain fairs: Therefore, noble Sir, let's go. out with our beſt 

thin peed to atrack the Giant; when he is dead all theſe Chi- 

de Imera's vaniſh. 

ma Don 9. Deſpending Hang deg, what * you to this 

ight now? Is ſhe a Queen or no? San. 


1 — os nw — ———— -—— — — Cw — 23 — 
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San. Why? as well as a beaten Governour can give his 
Judgment, I do ſuppoſe ſhe is. e 

| | Enter Perez and Nicholas. 

Perez. Miracles! Miracles! Bold Knight, ſtand on thy 
Guard; for here's a wonderful Adventure coming; the 
Inn's all in Confuſion; and by the ſeveral Transformati 
ons there, we find the Inchanters are in Search for thee; 
My Hofteſs within mews like a Cat, and Maritornes an- 


ſwers like a Screech-Owl; two bawling Carriers are tum i 


into He-Aſſes, and bray inceſlantly ; and the good rev: 
rend Do here to this ſage Princeſs, ſeems in my Eye, 
chang'd like to our Town-Barber. 
Don &. Oh Power of ſtrong Inchantment! Is this poſi 
ble? But that I know how I am perſecuted, I ſhould hay 
ſworn this was my very Neighbour, that oft with Ray 
keen and lathering Waſhball, mow'd the rough Stubbe 
from my dented Chin, and ſnapp'd his Fingers with; 
cute Agility. . 6 i 
Dorot h. This cannot be my Squire, I know hin not. 
San. Hah—ha— [Sancho grins and fakes his Hed 
Nichbo. I am thy Squire, O Queen, but now inchante 
by the Sage Merlin, who is coming hither for endeavour 
ing to depriye great Sancho Panca of the Wife the Fat: 
allot him, the Maid of Honour; for in ſhort Time th: 
Deſtinies ſo order, Tereſa ſhall bequeath to Death he 
Beauties, and he ſurvive with the fair Rumpibella. 
Don 9. Die hear this, Bacon-face ? Are not you a damn 
deſponding Son of a Whore, hah? What can you 6 
now ? | 145 
San. Why, I ſay, good News and a Bag- pudding, 
better than ill with nothing to Dinner: If Miſtreſs Bun 
what d'e call her, fall to my Lot by your Means, yo 
ſhall ſuppoſe me another drubbing as ſoon as you pleaſe 
and as * Tereſa's Beauty, let her bequeath it to the D 
vil, or where ſhe 677 All Shooes fit not all Feet 
Sancho ſhall bear the Loſs of that well enough. 
= Enter Don Fernando and Lucinda, 
Fern. Prodigy on Prodigy! Stand forth, thou moſt i 
nowned, for an Adventure's coming hither to thee, 


ſtruck us blind with gazing ; A Golden Chariot * 
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ti. part J. of Don Quixote, 75 
re hol by fiery Horſes, deſcended from the Sky, and out of which 
came forth an aged Man with a Majeſtick Form. — 
Lucin. He comes, he comes; O how I tremble! 
n u Den 2, Madam, diſmiſs you Fear; whilſt I am by ye, 
; the you are ſafe as in a Sanctuary. : N 
Enter Vincent diſguis d like Merlin. | 
the vin. To thee, O Knight of the I/ ſavour d Face, from 
es a0. my low Cell near hot Yeſuvio's Mount, where our black 
tum Spirits with al Labour, ſurrounded with blue 
Flames and ſalphurous Smoak, with horrid Silence, forge 
our Magick Spells; I, the ſage Merlin, come, ſent by the 
Fates, to hinder for a Time, thy preſent Enterprize: The 
Queen muſt Patience have, — Pandifilando revel and 
range within her large Dominions, till it ſhall come, that 
the Manchegan Lyon and the — Dove are joynd in 
Wedlock; for ſo tis fix d, ſpite of Tinacrio and his priſtine 
Charms: Therefore, all you my Partners in the ſecret, 
dark and myſterious Art of Necromancy, appear, and with 
a Charm as ſtrong as Deſtiny, ſeize on the moſt illuſtrious 
Knight and Squire, and in the inchanted Chariot bear 
em hence, to th'Place the Fates have ordered. 
l' breadful Sounds of Muſick heard. 
Enter tævo Women repreſenting Urganda and Meliſſa, tao In- 
chantreſſes, led by Monteſmo, another Inchanter. 
[They ſeize Don Quixote and Sancho Pancha. 
Don 2. I feel the Charm already; my Blood freezes, 
and my enervate Arms, inur d to Battel, grow weak and 
ſpiritleſs. | . | 
San. What die feel? 'sbud, Sir, you only fancy ſo; for 
my Part I feel nothing, not I; only my Fingers itch to 
be battering that old Fellow ; who for all his Diſguiſe 
there, is as like mine Hoſt of that plaguy Inn, where I 
was toſſed in a Blanket t'other Day, as one Thumb is like 
another: Ay, and now I look nearer him, tis he, Sir, tis 
he:—A Trick, a Trick, Gadzooks, I know him. 
Don Y. Peace, ſordid Wretch. * 8 n 
Nichol. Oh impudent Scoundrel ! Dareft thou affront the 
great Merlin, that deſign'd ſo well for the. 
Fern. See, Merlin frowns ; woe, woe be to thee, Sancho! 
| [The Inchanitreſſes ſeize bim, he ſtruggles to get _ 
Doroth, 
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Ws be Conical Hiſtory Part I. 
Docks. I fear we ſhall be puniſh d for his Sake. 


Lucin. Oh, nau hry Sancho, haft thou no Senſe of Fear, 
when thou ſeeſt the very Off ing of the Devil before 
thy Eyes 2 I hall laugh out; I am ſcarce able to contain 
YT how the Fools look; ' [Afede to Lucinda. 


| * aun, in Recitative, then an Inchaviter and two In- 


POL 1 es, fing in parts ibis Sg. 
e ec. 13 S ON G. 
V "Ih this, "this ſacred bang Wand, 

1 T'can Heaven and Earth commani, 
Hub all ye Winds that curl the angry _, 
L533 7% alli ke the rowling Waves obey. 
Urganda. I from the Clouds can chnjure down the Rain, 
andi 9 And make it Deluge once again. 
Melifſa. I eben I Pleaſe make Nature ite as Ney. 
A at firſt fre did on her Creation Day. 

Groves with eternal Scbeete fan f\ ragrant grow, 

my And make. 4 true Elyzium here helotv. 


22 zroves with eternal Sweets ſhall fragran 
3 0 nd make a true Eh⁊ium here below. qr 


Nef. T rar gi Beauty, male be aged young, 
ud Lore dear momentary Rapture long. 
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di by Art can great Utgatida Wo, 
1 Why ben <vill Mortals _ 

To urge a Fate, and Fuſtice ſo FO; #7 
25 Fer there u Wretch ins own Opinion wiſe, 
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N dere the Clouds 40 part nder, 
| Ties baking his Limbs  - 
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part I. ef Don Quixote. 77 
dun that always in Lucifer : Kitchen red, 
9 Sea-Coal, and Kettles, and Greaſe newly 
zry : „ oF TEA 
That pamper d each Day with a Garbidge of Souls, 
| Broil Raßbers of Fools for a Breakfaſt on Coals. 
Theſe Mortals from hence tb convey try your Skin; 
Tus Fates and our Magical Order fulfil. | 
Bhs EIT Soo Sage 3 
Appear, ye fat Fiends that in Limbo do groan, © 
That were, when in. Fleſh, rhe ſame Souls as his own. 
You that always in-Lzcifer's Kitchen reſide, © 
'Mongſt Sea-Coal, and Kettles, and Greaſe newly try'd: 
That pamper d each Day with a Garbidge of Souls, 
Broil Raſhetrs of Fools for a Breakfaſt on Coals. . 
Theſe Mortals from hence to convey try your Skill ; 
Thus Fates and our Magical Ordet Falgll n 
Then enter Furies bearing a great Cage, into which they put 
Don Quixote, Sancho ſtruggles fo get off; the Inchan- 
treſſes wave their Wands, and then there is an Antick 
Dance of Spirits to fright Sancho, who at laſt drive him 
into the Cage by Don Quixote. 4. : 
vincent. You Mortals that have view'd our Magick Skill, 
As you would ſcape our dreadful Charms, be ſtill: 
whilſt we our ſecret Conſultations make, | 
None but th Inchanted muſt have Leave to ſpeak : 
For Sancho's Fault, you all had felt his Caſe, 
Had you not been reliey'd by Merlin's Grace. 
1 [Magicians go afide and conſult. 
Don Q. You muſt be ſawcy, with a Pox t'ye, and now 
ke what comes on't: Had not Merlin been gracious, the 
Queen and all rhis Company had been inchanted through 
your Inſolence; you ſee how narrowly they have ſcap d. 
San. I ſee! sbud, why, don't you ſay I can Te no- 
thing? 1 ſuppoſe I am in a Cage now, coop d up like a 
zreen Gooſe with your wiſe Worſhip: But to ſay I ſee 
this were Madneſs, unleſsI reſolve to have my Bones broke. 
Don 9. A Cage! Oh blind Stupidity ! Now will I refer 
my ſelf to any Thing that's wiſe to know if thou doſt not 
deſerve to have thy Bones broke, to call th Inchanted Cha- 
not. here a Cage ? 1 San. 


78 The Comical Hiſtory Part! 
San. Oh ſo then, this is a Chariot, is it? 

Don 9. Yes, Raſcal, what elſe can it be? did not the 
great Merlin call it ſo? 8 mo 
San. Oh, very good Nay, nay, I ſuppoſe it. 


5 [Shaking his Head at Don 0 2 
Don &. Tis ſomething odd, I confeſs : The Knights c its 
old that ſuffer d on theſe Occaſions, were carried through 7: 
the Air in ſome ſtrange Cloud, or mounted on a flyinzi as « 
Hippogryphis Hut perhaps the Method's chang d. f 
San. Tis chang d to a very pretty Method, truly: —Ii ſce 
any one would ſee a Raree- Show, let him come hither; th 
Here's the Emperor and the Governor Cheek by Jole, like To: 
two Paraguites hung up in a Hall Window: Lord, if v elſ 
were in England now, what a World of Fools Six-penceſ M 
we ſhould get for a Sight of us: A Groat to ſee the En +» 
peror, and Two-pence the Earl; Oons we ſhould puff 7 
down all the Holiday Monfters clearly. 6 J 
Don 2. Very well, Dogbolt; you are witty again, a Co 
you ? and I ſuppoſe, know the Privilege of the Place you | 
are in. 5 5 
Lan. The Narrowneſs of the Place I am in, I ſuppoc wh 
I do; tis in vain to be angry here, Sir, here's no Rom D 
| _o_ a Inn NEE» Tri 
Den 9, No, I forgive thee, becauſe I perceive the In- 
chantment works upon thee; beſides the Fable ſays, Thi 1 
in the Toil, once the Wolf and the Sheep <vere Friends : The 21 
I know thou art nettled roo about the Delay of thy Pr 47 
ferment ; which troth, as Things ſtand, I muſt needs ſiſſ lik 
I cannot now prefix a Time to. 
San. Why troth I as faithfully believe ye. 
Don 2, What grieves me moſt, is to ſee the Trouble tn My 
Queen is in yonder: But, Madam, 1 beſeech ye don Til 
deſpair, theſe Accidents are common to Knights ErrantY Va 
but tis -_ for a Time, for I ſhall ſoon be free again to 
aid ye—till when, confirm your Hopes in my paſt Prof} No 
miſe.—She thanks me with a Sign; but the reſt, that b 
thy Fault are now deprived of Speech, by their Action Gr: 
Sancho, ſeem to threaten thee. | Gr 


San. Why, let em threaten ; if they will help me oH 
of my inchanted Caſtle here, I'll give em Leave to 2 par 


pany here, I could do twice as much as this is. 


Part I. of Don Quixote. 79 
their Revenge: But a Pox on my ill Breeding and Folly, 
Old Father Merlin has found another Way, and there's no 
more to be done but Patience, and be wiſer another Time: 
—A ſcalded Cat fears cold Water : Hißes could bide, thes 
Beggers would ride: The Worth of a Thing is beft known by 
its unt; and One Nightangle in a Buſv, ſings better than 
two Fackdaays in a Cage: And ſo, Sir, let's behold our ſelves, 
as one ER RO ſaid to Nen „„ 
Don N. Oh Plague! why, thou art in thy Kingdom, I 
ſee — is is the rave Place to ftring t "x Proves ad 
thy Flim-flams in; I muſt get Merlin to inchant that 
3 of thine a little, T find there will be no Peace 
elſe. | | | 
Muſick ſounds again, the Magicians return; then a Dance 
of Furies; which ended, they take up the Cage and pre- 
pare to go out. _. . 
7incent. The Hour is come, and all the Sqns of Art in 


Council fit ; haſte and ſet forward there. 


Enter Hoſteſs and Maritornes. | | 
Heſs. Why Dolt, Madman, Aſs ; a Murrain take thee, 
whither wilt thou let them carry thee—thus like a Fool ? 
'D'sheartlikins, haſt not Brains enough to ſee tis only a 
Trick upon thee to make thee a——mew——mew 
Mus like a Cat, when Vincent waves his Rod. 
Maritor. And you, Jolthead Governor, don't you know 
a Proverb, that ſays, Bray a Fool in a Mortar, and you I find 
all of him but his Brains. Where the Devil are you riding 
like a—whoo, whoo, whoo, whoo— NED: 
Ns [Shrieks like an Owl, 
Don Q. Alas, ſweet Ladies, I pity you, I ſee you feel 
my Fate, but cannot help me. „ 
Till Merlin does ordain I ſhall be freed, 
Valour's in Bonds, and Chivalry lies dead. 
San. Earl Sancho is cag'd, paſt all Relief, 
Not like a Governor, but like a Thief. [They are carry d off. 
Fern. Ha, ha, ha, ha, rarely perform'd of all Hands; 
Gramercy mine Hoſt, thou haſt ated thy Part like any 
Guardian. 
Vincent. Ah, to divert your Lordſhip and the good Com- 
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80 The Combial Hi :fory, &c. Part! 
Perez. There was no Way to = him home but this 


1Y which has been excellently well our'd on all Sides, 
I © Lucin. The Princeſs Micomicona deſerves a real- King 


— dom for the Wit ſhe has ſhown in't. 
1 ' Carden, She has indeed done it to a Miracle; and ma- 
_ nag'd, not only the Action, but the Romantick Stile ſ 
$ narurally, that a wiſer Head than Don Quixote s might 
I pare been deceived. . - 

[; PE pong Not unleſs he nad ſome Sparks of bis Phirenff. 
1 hat pleaſes me moſt is Sancho, who is every Toca at 
it a Par, * he ſhall be a Governour or not. : 

22 Fern. Ha, ha, ha, Come now, let's Al dine, and 
i8 laugh an Hour away about it within. 

4 Nieho. Ay, ay, a Jeſt ſounds always moſt merrily at 2 
13 good Dinner, my Lord; and to fay the Truth, the Squire 
TH of rag A vans has been inchanted 10 long, that he begin 


L 
_—_ we Sep Oh, 2 En mall begi pceſently then; ven 
1 oo Hunger as ſharp as one of thy own Razors it ſhould 
be blunted— Come, Sect: Hoſteſs too, and little Maritornes 
Eg have all done admirably. Oh, how every little Sub- 
18 je '” pleaſes us, when Love has tun'd our Souls by his 
_ Tweet Harmony! Now, L Embracing Dorothea. } my dear 
Friend, I __— your ur Joys are erte too. [To Cardenio, 
| Carden. In s Love, mine are as perfect a 
1 Heaver e make em. 
[is Lucin. And mine in meeting with my deer cardenio. 
N Dorot h. And let each kind, too late 9 Maid, 
That fears ſhe's by inconſtant Man betray d, 
TT peculiar ate, and Grace dene 
retrieves her Lover — Diet at mine. 
. Ereun ones, 
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